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Summary: When Hiccup was a boy, he didn't dream of becoming a great 
warrior or a chief or a sailor. He dreamt of flight! At age 14, while 
most Viking lads worry about the lass next door. Hiccup built his own 
damned airship. Years later and a trip to a certain Viking island 
will change his world forever. A steampunk story with love, death, 
curses and humour. Now with a sequel. The Automata! 


1 . The Airship 
The Airship 

Up in the sky was where he belonged. Being in the sky made him feel 
free, it made him feel truly alive. That was what separated him from 
the rest of the world. Well, that and being 2 kilometers up in the 
air . 

The air was thin and any other man would've passed out after a few 
minutes but Hiccup was no ordinary man. He was an inventor and a damn 
good one at that. The mask he wore was made of simple leather and it 
helped him to breath normally. He was standing on the front deck of 
his pride and glory. The NightFury. At first looks, it wasn't as 
scary as the name would imply. It was large and fat and would make 
most laugh at how it looked but it had its secrets. The bulk of The 
NightFury was contributed to keeping it in the air. It was 
essentially a humongous sausage-shaped balloon that held a modest 
sized cabin in the air. 4 propellers, a rudder and fins were all that 
was needed to control the thing and they were placed at the rear, or 
the stern. 

The cabin was about 45 meters wide, 56 meters long and 5 meters tall. 
The control room was located at the front, with glass and steel 
making it up. The cabin held the engine room. Hiccup's personal 
study, some storage space and Hiccup's little 'Inventor's Room', as 
he liked to call it. The front deck was located at the very top of 
the balloon whilst the cabin was below. 



Hiccup took a deep breath, something that would've been impossible 
without his mask, and took in his surroundings. He was always 
astonished at the beauty of the sky, even though he had lived in the 
sky for years. He smiled underneath the mask and clasped his hands 
behind his back, his body dangerously close to the edge. He had 
always wanted to install railings but he had neither the time nor 
will to do so, he had more important and pressing things to consider. 
Like if his new experimental propellant would work or if his new 
alloy could stand his vigorous testing. It was cold up here and even 
though Hiccup was wearing the thickest of all his coats and the 
warmest of all his pants, he still felt the sting of the cold. His 
hair was cut short and he enjoyed it that way, he could remember a 
few times when his short hair had saved his life, like when he was 
testing a new propeller design. If he had let his hair grow out, it 
might've been caught in the blades! His eyes were cold and 
calculating, very rarely did his demeanor shift. He was tall and 
lean. His muscles weren't enormous but they weren't tiny either, he 
was somewhere in between. He was a strong man, it was a necessity 
with his work. His lower left leg was gone; he had to cut it off 
after an accident with one of his experiments. He was lucky if was 
below the knee; it made walking a little easier with the prosthetic. 
His prosthetic was made of simple steel, leather and wood. His new 
foot was designed to look like the rough outline of an actual foot. 
The steel foot would adjust its angle every time he put his foot down 
and he had shock absorbers built into it. It made the fact that he 
had no lower left leg a little easier to accept but it still pained 
him to think about it. He could remember having to saw off his own 
goddamn leg and the curses and swears he cried out as the saw dug 
into his skin and bone. He had drunk a lot that night. He was about 
20 years old, very young for him. He spent 6 years in the sky, 6 
years on the NightFury and many things had changed in those 6 
years . 

He sighed and decided to head back inside the cabin. He took one last 
look at the sky and clambered down the ladder. 

He had never seen the need for a separate room for his bed and 
personal effects. He spent almost all of his time either in the study 
or the Inventor's Room. His bed was right next to the desk in his 
study and at times, when the desk was absolutely covered with notes 
and weird odds-and-ends he had picked up or made. Hiccup would just 
clear it all onto the bed and sleep on the desk. 

Hiccup flopped onto the hard mattress and rested his head on the 
small pillow. The bed only had just enough room for him, most nights 
his arms or even legs would hang limply off the edges of the bed. He 
had taken off his mask and it was now lying on his desk, the goggles 
almost staring at him. He turned his head and looked at the mask. For 
a few seconds he had his eyes locked on the mask, "What the fuck are 
you looking at?" He said. He swallowed and turned his head so that it 
faced the ceiling and not the mask. The ceiling of the cabin was made 
of steel, like the rest of the cabin and was carved with intricate 
designs. In some places, he had even carved blueprints of some of his 
favorite designs into the ceiling. He sighed and closed his eyes. He 
would need to get supplies tomorrow. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup lowered the airship as far as he felt was safe. He wasn't 



sure how thesea€ 1 'commoners' would react if they saw a humongous 
flying thing suddenly descend from the heavens. He held the wheel in 
his hands and gently turned it to the right, turning the airship 
starboard. He had perfected his way of getting on and off of The 
NightFury a long time ago since he had to trade and get new supplies 
somehow. It was a simple winch, it would lower a cable with a hook 
that would attach to Hiccup's belt or to a packet of supplies if 
Hiccup couldn't just hold it in his arms. There was a hatch in the 
floor of the control room, just to the right of Hiccup. The winch was 
right above that hatch. He adjusted his course by a few degrees to 
the left. He had a rough green tunic on with a brown vest and a heavy 
leather overcoat on. His pants were always the same brown color. He 
made sure he had his sword and sheath was strapped to his belt, he 
checked the knife in the sole of his boot, the packet of flash powder 
in his coat, the throwing knifes in his sleeve and his trusty 
pistols. His pistols were a work of art and innovation. There was 
only two of it's kind in the whole world and Hiccup knew they both 
belonged to him. He had recently travelled to the East and discovered 
a mixture the locals had called<em> Fire Medicine<em> . Its properties 
were spectacular and Hiccup quickly adapted to using it. His pistol 
had a simple premise. Pour in the primer, which was the _Fire 
Medicine_, load in a metal ball, pull back the hammer and pull the 
trigger. He had figured out himself how to exploit the _Fire 
Medicine 's_ explosive capabilities and created a killing machine. The 
only drawback was the time it took to reload but he was already hard 
at work trying to find a way to quicken it. He made sure he had 
enough primer and ammunition for his pistol and turned off the ship's 
engines, he didn't need to waste any energy. One pull on the cable to 
lower the hook, two pulls to raise the hook and three to hold it in 
place. He attached the hook to his belt, opened the hatch and sat on 
the edge. He pulled on the cable once and slipped out of the 
cabin . 

Berk was a quiet island. Home to roughly 200 people, give or take. It 
was a cold place in autumn, freezing in the winter, warm in the 
spring and hot as hell in the summer. The Vikings that lived there 
were like all the other Vikings, used to a simple and Spartan way of 
life. Raiding, training, drinking, eating and sleeping. The residents 
were all accustomed to the Viking way of life. But little did they 
know, a mysterious inventor was going to pay a visit. 

The teenagers of Berk were a rowdy bunch, just ask anyone one of the 
villagers. There were the always-fighting twins, Tuffnut and Ruffnut, 
the smart Fishlegs, the boastful Snotlout and the fiery Astrid. They 
decided to meet in the market for no apparent reason and walked 
through town, with no other purpose in mind but to talk and 
gossip . 

Hiccup touched down lightly on the ground, the grass giving way 
underfoot. It was a hot day on Berk and Hiccup had made the mistake 
of wearing triple layers. But he would have to bear through the heat, 
if he took off his overcoat, his weapons would be shown to the world, 
not to mention his pistol. He couldn't risk it. He rolled his neck 
and shoulders and took a good look around. He was in a cove, with a 
small pool of water in one part. He detached the hook from his belt 
and anchored it on a sturdy looking (thick) tree root. He didn't want 
his NightFury to just float away. He tugged three times on the cable 
and made sure there was as little slack in the line as possible, that 
way. The NightFury wouldn't move around as much (he hoped) . He 
spotted a path up and took it. He needed to reach higher ground. He 



was exactly sure if this was a populated island, it could just be an 
island of untamed wilderness and untold danger. Nonetheless, he set 
off trying to find civilization; he needed more supplies for his 
experiments . 

He hiked only an hour until he stumbled onto the village of Berk. He 
had emerged from the forest and ended up on the north side of the 
village. It was a modest village; there was a dock, a full-fledged 
market and, exactly what he was looking for, a blacksmith. He spotted 
it at the other end of town, he knew it was the blacksmith as he 
could see smoke rising from a chimney. It had to be a blacksmith. 
Either that or it was a bakery or something. He walked calmly past 
the rows and rows of houses. As he walked he could feel eyes locked 
onto the stranger that had appeared from the forest, dressed in 
clothes fit for the coldest of winters with a missing left leg. His 
path would take him past the market, the one place where he didn't 
want to be. The market would be were he would get the most stares and 
the most attention. He silently cursed and continued on his 
path . 

The residents of Berk were treated to a strange sight. A tall and 
slim man, wearing an overcoat in the middle of summer! His metal leg 
gave a quiet clank every time he put it down. They stared at him as 
he stalked by, his eyes not diverting or straying. This man had also 
walked from the forest no less. To them, he was alien, strange and 
mysterious. Where had this figure come from? Why was he here? Why did 
he look like he would burst into a murderous frenzy and kill half the 
village? They just didn't know. They didn't do anything when they saw 
the stranger; they just froze in their spots and gave him a wide 
berth. They knew he was dangerous. 

The teens of Berk were in a heated argument as to whom in their 
little group held their liquor the best. Right now, Astrid seemed 
like she might be winning, "No way! I once drank an entire keg!" She 
called out. 

"Yeah, then you barfed it out an hour later." Snotlout retorted, he 
was currently in last place, "I bet you I can totally do better than 
all of you . " 

"Guys. Come on. You know it's me." Tuffnut said nonchalantly, 
"Drinking is like my thing guys. Come on. Just look at me." Tuffnut 
gestured at his body. 

"Oh shut up." His twin sister but in, giving Tuffnut a rough punch to 
the arm, "You gotta be kidding me! The first time you even sniffed 
mead you threw up! It ' s me ! " But their argument died down as they 
noticed the tall stranger in their village. He walked right by them, 
not even giving them a second glance, or a first glance at that. The 
second Ruffnut thought he was out of range of their conversation she 
spoke, "Damn, that guy is hot!" 

"Really? That guy?" Snotlout snorted, "You think that's hot? What 
about this?" He started to flex his muscles. 

"Quit it man." Astrid gave Snotlout a light punch to the arm. That 
stopped him instantly, "I wonder who he is." Astrid thought aloud. He 
looked dangerous, that she knew for sure. She could see the bulge of 
a sword in his overcoat and his demeanor gave off an atmosphere of 
death. She felt like he could kill half the village if he wanted to. 



Then she noticed his prosthetic, "I mean, he looks dangerous." 

"Come on? You really think that guy is... He's a cripple!" Snotlout 
said . 

"So? He seems pretty dangerous either way man." Tuffnut spoke up, 
still rubbing his arm from his sister's punch; "He looks like he 
could wipe the floor with you Snot." 

"Oh piss off." 

"He looks so dreamy. I can just imagine his strong, muscular arms 
wrapping around me." Ruffnut was in a trance. She couldn't tear her 
eyes off of him. 

"What do you mean around you?" Astrid turned to Ruffnut. 

"Astrid, every man needs a beautiful woman, I just happened to be 
that woman." 

"Huh, as if." Astrid snorted. 

"Are you challenging me?" 

"Yes, there's no way he going for you Ruff." 

"You're on! We'll see about that tomorrow morning." And with that 
Ruffnut stormed off. Astrid gave a light chuckle and continued to 
watch the stranger. 

Hiccup could hear the argument. His ears were very attentive. He 
could hear everything the teenagers had said about him. He was 
flattered somewhat, the other teenagers he had come across in his 
travels were either too interested in themselves or in whatever else 
it was they were doing than to pay attention to me. He heard that 
girl's final comment and he had smiled at that, only slightly though. 
He would need to look out for that one. He soon reached the 
blacksmith . 


2 . Berk 

The blacksmith was busy at work, hammering out the shape of a sword. 
He was a barrel-chested man, with thick, muscular arms. Hiccup could 
see he too was missing a leg, and a hand. Hiccup approached the man 
and greeted him, "Hello." 

"Hullo." The man greeted him with a heavy accent, his eyes lifting up 
from the sword to look at him for only a second, "What'd you 
need? " 

"Ah yes. D ' you have any steel?" Hiccup asked nonchalantly. He needed 
a lot of steel. 

"Oh, 'bout that." The man stopped hammering the sword for a moment, 
"Now, don't go calling me a bad blacksmith or anything but I dunno 
how to make steel." 


"What? What do you mean you don't know how to make steel? You're the 
blacksmith ! " 



"Up 'ere, we use good-old iron. I know what is needed to make steel 
but I don't know the recipe itself. If you know, you could make it. I 
can give all the tools you'll need to make it but I can't make it 
m'self." Hiccup cursed under his breath. This didn't go exactly as he 
had planned. Steel took a while to make, even with Hiccup's method, 
which meant he would have to stay here! He almost shivered at the 
thought, even though he was hot under the overcoat. 

"Fine. I'll make it myself. Do you know if there's any place that 
offers a place to stay? Nothing much, just someplace to sleep." 

"Ah, I ' ave a small cot in the back of the workshop, it's not much 
and you'll have to help out around the forge a bit." Hiccup 
considered it for a moment. 

"Deal, let me go get my belongings. My name's Hiccup." 

"Gobber." The blacksmith said then he returned to hammering the 
sword. Hiccup walked away and looked up, seeing the sun hanging high 
in the sky, already past it's apex and starting to head east. He 
sighed and trudged back to the cove. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>He pulled himself onto the floor of the control room, closed the 
hatch then detached the hook. He got up and ran his fingers through 
his hair. It was roughly about 2 o'clock in the afternoon. Hiccup 
would feel sweat in his hair. He quickly stripped off the overcoat 
and let it drop to the floor. He walked out of the control room and 
over to his desk. He rested his hands on the wooden desk. In a burst 
of anger, he swept everything off his desk in one long motion and it 
all clattered on the steel floor, "FUCK! FUCK FUCK FUCK!" He shouted. 
He punched the desk and sat in the chair, reclining back for a 
moment. He took one deep breath and calmed himself. He would be fine. 
It would only take a week for him to make the steel he needed and 
then, he would be off and away. He would be free and off this island. 
He swallowed and licked his lips. He started to pack.<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup returned to the forge, this time without the overcoat. Now 
everyone could see he was armed. His pistols, clothes and everything 
else he needed were all in a heavy packed that he hefted on his one 
shoulder. He had also brought along a few of his own minor 
inventions, maybe he could sell them off, get some gold. Gobber 
showed him the cot he was talking about, "It's not much, the mattress 
is hard and so's the pillow, blanket's warm at least. It gets a 
little drafty every now and then but you'll be fine I'm sure, you 
look like you come from a much colder place." Hiccup 
chuckled . <p> 

"Yeah. " 

"Now you'll have to help me out around the forge, maybe sharpen up an 
axe or two, fix someone's sword and a few other things. In return. 
I'll provide you with the things you need to make your steel, a seat 
at the mead hall, enough coin to buy a few things and, of course, 
that cot . " 



"That sounds reasonable." 


"Ha!" Gobber's voice boomed, "Great! Here, I'll give you enough gold 
for you get some food then I want you straight back here, 
understood?" Gobber said, as if addressing a child. 

"Yes, Gobber, understood." Hiccup set his pack near the cot, 
reluctant to leave his things by themselves. Gobber could see 
this . 

"Ah, don't worry. I'll make your things stay safe." 

"Thank you." Hiccup said, though he was only slightly reassured. If 
Gobber found his pistols, even if he found just one of his 
inventions, who knew what could happen? Hiccup sighed and walked out 
the forge, cracking his knuckles as he did. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid watched from afar, along with the rest of the group, minus 
Ruffnut. They were watching this newcomer, almost stalking him as he 
approached the market, "So? What do you think he's doing?" She saw 
Gobber show him the cot so she assumed he was now living here or 
something. Where did he come from?<p> 

"Well, Gobber did show him the cot so, maybe he's working at the 
forge now. Heck, maybe he's living here now." Fishlegs said. He was 
watching him too; he wanted to be like this new stranger, somehow. He 
wanted to be tall and strong and lean and handsome but instead he 
wasa€ 1 Fishlegs. 

"Maybe he's a just wanderer." Snotlout thought aloud. 

"And where did he get that pack from? Was he just living in the 
forest this whole time and no one noticed him?" Tuffnut 
questioned . 

"No, we're not that dumb. If he was living in the forest, some one 
should've found some sign of him. It doesn't seem like he's the 
sneaky type." Astrid muttered. 

"Well, maybe he just killed everyone who found some sign of him. I 
mean, think about, how many people did we find out in the woods that 
had just died?" Snotlout said. 

"Yeah. Maybe. Anyways, we can ask him later. He's probably going to 
the mead hall for dinner. He has to if he wants to eat dinner. Gobber 
wouldn't let him not eat dinner. Even if he is a total stranger." 
Fishlegs interjected. They all continued to watch him and as he 
slipped away from sight, they quickly moved, trying to keep their 
eyes on him the whole time. 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup knew he was being watched, he didn't know by whom but 
someone was following him. As he walked into the market, everyone 
stared at him. They hadn't seen a new face in a while and this face 
looked strange, alien, different. Hiccup licked his lips and tried to 
find a stand that sold some food. Hiccup would eat anything right 
now. Gobber had handed him some gold. Hiccup just browsed along the 



stands. He did his best to ignore the stares but he just felt like 
every eye was boring a hole into him somewhere. He finally settled 
upon a stall that he liked. He queued up behind 5 other people but as 
they saw him they parted, giving him a free move to the front. It was 
almost as if they were scared of Hiccup and what he could do. Hiccup 
gulped and said, "It's fine, you've all been waiting longer than me. 
You go ahead." They didn't budge, they all just stared at him, "I'm 
serious! Go!" They shuffled back into the queue again but they were 
all slightly unsettled by Hiccup's presence. A few minutes later and 
Hiccup walked up the stall. The woman manning the stall was old, 
possibly 80 or 70. It was a good achievement living that long in 
these times. She poured him some beef stew into a bowl and gave him 
some bread. Hiccup asked, "How much will that be?"<p> 

"Oh no dear, it's fine. It's on the house." She said, slightly 
unnerved at this newcomer. Hiccup was sick of being treated like 
this, even though he had just gotten here. 

"No, no, I insist. Please, take some." Hiccup fished some gold out of 
his pocket and handed it over to the old woman. She refused but after 
some bantering she finally accepted it. Hiccup thanked her and walked 
away, heading back for the forge. He made a mental note in his head 
to return the bowl . 

Back at the stand the old woman shook her head and muttered, "Crazy 
man, he gets offered free food and he wants to pay." 


3. Pull Your Pants Back Up 

**Author's notes: Hello everyone. This is my very first piece of 
writing. I should be able to churn out 1 or 2 chapters a day. If not, 
then I'll probably make 4 a week (or something) . Anyway, enjoy, thank 
you so much for reading and enjoy . ** 

**PS I might do some smut later on. But that's a big maybe** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup returned to the forge, bowl and bread in hand. He didn't 
see Gobber anywhere, "Well, maybe he went to the out-house, moron." 
Hiccup muttered to himself. He would have to start working as soon as 
possible. He groaned and put the bowl down. He realized he didn't 
have a spoon. He cursed under his breath, "Whatever." He ate quickly, 
soon finishing the bread. He used his fingers to eat the meat, 
something he had not done for a long time. He preferred to be a 
civilized man. When the meat was all gone, he took a look around, 
making sure no one was around to see him. The coast was clear. He 
poured what remained of the stew into his mouth, the broth dripping. 
He wiped his mouth and burped. He had to say; it was good stew. He 
smiled and set the bowl aside. He took a deep breath in and breathed 
out. To be truthful. Hiccup couldn't wait to be working with metal 
again; his last time was 2 months ago. But he calmed himself; he 
couldn't just do whatever he wanted. This was another man's business. 
He shouldn't mess around with a man's bread and butter. He sat down 
on a stool and waited. <p> 

Gobber returned a few minutes later. He could see that Hiccup 
couldn't wait to do something, "Alright lad, ready to get to 
work? " 



" Yup . " 


"Good." Gobber took an apron off of a hook and tossed it at Hiccup, 
who caught it easily, "I have a bunch of swords and axes that need a 
simple sharpening. That's it. Okay? Can you handle sharpening?" 

"Of course I can." Hiccup's ego felt a little deflated. This man, 
Gobber, had questioned his abilities! "I'll get to work on it right 
away. By the way," Hiccup reached into his pockets and fished out 
what remained of the gold that Gobber had given to him, "Here's the 
change." He tossed the gold at Gobber. He plucked the gold out of the 
air wit ease. 

"Thank you lad." Gobber disappeared for a moment then returned with 
his hands full of swords and axes. Hiccup quickly counted them up in 
his head. 5 axes, 7 swords. _Okay, I can get these done in two hours, 
_Hiccup thought. Then he realized something. As Gobber put the pile 
of weaponry down onto a workbench Hiccup asked, "Hey Gobber? Where's 
the out-house?" 

"Oh, right! How could I forget? It's right down that-a-way. Just keep 
walking, you can't miss it." Gobber pointed east. 

"Thanks, I'll be right back." 

"You better lad." Hiccup walked away from the forge. He could still 
feel people's eyes tracking him but he couldn't really tell from 
where. He turned around. Everyone was back to their usual routine, 
whatever that was. And, about 20 houses away he spotted the watchers. 
A group of teenagers watched him with interest. Roughly 2 years 
younger than him; 3 boys and one rather attractive blonde. Hiccup 
shook his head, chuckling and kept walking. He had to meet that 
blonde again, she looked stunning! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The out-house was about 50 meters away from nearest house. 
<em>This must be used by no-one! It's so far away from anyone's 
house! <em>Hiccup thought to himself. He looked back and realized 
this was even farther than he thought; he had trouble recognizing a 
human figure. Even with Hiccup's trained eye he struggled. He turned 
back to face the out-house only to be confronted with the nude body 
of another blonde girl. _This must be the girl who said I was, and I 
quote, 'hot'. What's her name again? Was it Astrid? No, it was 
Ruffnut if I remember correctly_, he thought calmly. His eyes 
couldn't help but explore her body, taking in everything. He looked 
calm, as if he had seen this happen a thousand times before but in 
truth, he was scared. He had never bed any woman, ever nor was any 
woman so brazen in her attempts to bed him, "You must be Ruffnut." 
Hiccup said nonchalantly, trying to keep his cool. He was failing; he 
could feel his pants becoming tighter. 

"You've heard about me?" She was surprised. This man hadn't been in 
Berk for over 4 hours and he already knew her name! She wasn't that 
uncomfortable with him ogling her nude form, she was actually pretty 
calm . 

"Yeah. I heard you anda€ 1 What's her name? Astrid, that's it, arguing 
about me. Something about me falling for one of you?" Hiccup tried to 



act cool. He was really resisting his primal urge. 


"Oh. You heard about that." She giggled, her face flushing. 

"Hey look, I really need to take a leak." _FUCK ! WHO SAYS THAT?! 
DAMMIT HICCUP! _Hiccup mentally screamed. He wanted to bang his head 
against a tree until he knocked himself out. 

"Oh okaya€ 1 Uma€ 1 Go ahead." She stepped aside. Hiccup nodded and 
quickly ducked inside the out-house. He relieved himself as fast as 
possible, pulling his pants up. He pushed open the door, hoping she 
was still there but no joy. He groaned, "Dammit, Hiccup. Who the fuck 
says that? Seriously! Sonabitch." He muttered to himself. He punched 
the side of the out-house so hard, the wooden board splintered and 
cracked. He cursed and looked at his hand. He may need to see the 
village's healer about that later on. He shook his head and walked 
back into town, mentally kicking himself over and over and over 
again. He needed better social skills. He needed a girlfriend. He 
almost slapped himself right there. _A girlfriend? NO! You are 
Hiccup! The great inventor! The man that invented flight! And you 
want a girlfriend now? No! Having a girlfriend with these people? 

Your conversations will be so dull! _Hiccup could swear he had an 
alter ego living inside his brain. One moment he wants to have sex 
with a girl, the next he wants a girlfriend and the next he is 
telling himself off for even thinking of the idea of a girlfriend. He 
sighed and walked back to the forge. He would have a long day ahead 
of him. He couldn't wait to get back to his NightFury. To be in the 
sky once more. He calmed himself down. It was only a week. What could 
happen? 


4. Questions and Vague Answers 

Hiccup was working on the very last sword Gobber had given to him. 
Hiccup was, in short, a perfectionist. He had already finished 
sharpening the sword but he had noticed the balance was a little off, 
too end heavy. Needless to say, he fixed every minor flaw he could 
find. He was sitting on a stool, near the grindstone and he slowly 
went over the blade with his finger. He wasn't scared to get cut; one 
little cut couldn't do much. He gripped the handle and stood up. He 
started to go through a series of moves, slashing and stabbing 
imaginary foes, trying to find another flaw in the blade. He jumped 
and twirled around, bringing his blade down as he hit the ground. 
Hiccup grunted as he landed primarily on his prosthetic. Pain shot up 
his leg and he grunted, grabbing on to the nearest workbench. He 
righted himself and deemed the blade worthy. Only then did he realize 
what time it was. The sun was low on the horizon, just about to set. 
The sky was a brilliant orange color as night quickly approached. He 
was hungry. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Berk's mead hall was huge, designed for a lot more people than 
the village actually had. That meant there were a lot of empty tables 
and free spots, even more so when people decided to just cook their 
own dinner. Hiccup wasn't one of those people. He clambered up the 
steps that led to the huge double doors. He limped slightly, 
something he hadn't done in a while, his little jump stunt had hurt 
him more than he expected. He still felt eyes on him, observing him, 
judging him, branding him. He stopped and turned around. There they 



were, the same group of teenagers he had spotted before and they were 
still looking at him. He turned around and headed back up the 
steps . <p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Yes, the group was still watching the stranger. They had all day, 
they were curious to say in the least. Why was this stranger in Berk? 
What was he doing here? Why is he working in the forge? They debated 
about this. Snotlout even went so far as to say he was a spy, here to 
gather information for a raid. That idea was quickly sunk; Berk 
hadn't been raided for a good part of a century. They followed him up 
the steps and into the mead hall. They had a lot of questions for 
this guy.<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup sat down at an empty table, as far away from the rest of 
the village. He preferred to be alone. His thoughts always worked 
better in silence, rather than noise. He had, at random, piled food 
onto his plate. He didn't care what he ate, so long as it was edible. 
In his right hand was a tankard of mead. He needed to excise a lot of 
self-control when it came to alcohol. Getting drunk would be 
inconvenient, to say in the least. He took a long sip of the mead, 
letting it run down his throat and put the tankard down. With one 
hand he ate, the other traced designs onto the table. He was in the 
middle of tracing the outline of The NightFury when he noticed he 
wasn't alone at the table. He was so wrapped up in his thoughts that 
he didn't notice 3 boys and that rather attractive blonde sit 
opposite him. He looked up from the table, his finger stopping. They 
all stared at him. It was disconcert ing to Hiccup, not used to such 
close scrutiny. He hoped his leg wouldn't come under close scrutiny, 
"What do you want?" Hiccup asked dully. <p> 

"Who are you?" Said one. 

"What's your name?" Said another. 

"What are you doing here?" Came another voice. He was just bombarded 
with question after question after question, some concerning his age, 
others his strengths and some about his life. 

"What's up with your leg?" That question made Hiccup cringe. He 
didn't like discussing the circumstances . Anyone would in his place. 
He decided to throw them a bone. 

"My name is Hiccup. I am 20 years old. I travel a lot and that's 
about it. Those that answer your questions?" Of course it wouldn't. 
They wanted to know more. More questions bombarded him and his leg 
was pulled up again, "You want to know about my leg?" The group 
nodded, "Well, I was taking a lovely stroll through the forest when a 
tree falls on it. Naturally I was stuck there. For hours and hours I 
waited, screaming and calling for help until I remember I had my axe 
with me," They didn't like where this was going, "So, I take my axe 
and I cut my own fucking leg off." 

"Damn." Was the collective response. Then the blonde spoke up, "So, 
what are you doing here in Berk?" 

"Sorry what?" Hiccup repeated. _Berk? Berk? Why does that name sound 



familiar? _Hiccup thought. 

"What are you doing here in Berk? Are you just travelling? Visiting? 
Are you living here now?" 

"Living here? Of course not. I just need some steel then I'll be on 
my way . " 

"On your way to where?" One of the boys asked. _What is this guy's 
name? Was it Fishlegs? No, the bigger kid is Fishlegs, this guy isa€l 
Snotlout I think, _Hiccup thought to himself. 

"On my way back to where I belong." Well that was a stupid 
answer . 

"Which is?" Fishlegs asked. 

"The sky." Hiccup answer was cryptic by nature. There were any number 
of explanations and probably scenarios that concerned the sky, "Well, 
it was nice talking to you bunch of hormonal teenagers but I must be 
going now. Astrid, good luck with your bet with Ruffnut and I wish 
you a pleasant night." The way Hiccup phrased his statement came off 
as a little judgmental but of course. Hiccup didn't care. He was only 
going to be here for a week. He didn't need to make friends for such 
a short visit. He would be out of here in no time and they would all 
soon forget him. Hiccup chugged his mead until the tankard was empty, 
set it down on the table and walked out, quietly humming to himself 
as he did. The group was all rather aghast at this stranger's 
behavior. He was secretive, his answers were short and vague 
somewhat. They were all still curious somewhat but their appetite was 
sated, except for one fiery blonde. 

Hiccup walked away from the mead hall. He stopped just before the 
steps, he looked up and he could faintly see the outline of the 
NightFury. He cursed. He would need to adjust the NightFury's 
altitude. Like had had said before, he didn't want people to see his 
pride and glory. He almost jumped down the steps and hurried off into 
the forest, heading for the cove. Little did he know, Astrid was 
following him. 

Astrid was a good hunter, silent and deadly. But when it came to this 
prey, she didn't feel as calm as she usually did. There was something 
to this guy, the way he talked, the way he dodged questions, the way 
he blatantly told the group that he had to chop his own leg off. She 
couldn't quite put her finger on it. She followed him as he entered 
the forest. She was slow and deliberate, planning out her moves. What 
is this guy hiding? _Where is he going? There's nothing out this 
way,_ she thought to herself. She had brought her trusty axe with 
her, who knew the dangers? One hand gripped the handle tightly while 
the other parted foliage and branches. She saw Hiccup approach the 
cove and enter it. She followed close behind. She followed the same 
path as Hiccup did into the cove and took cover behind a boulder. She 
leaned out and saw what was going on. There was a cable that reached 
from the sky all the way down to the ground. She could see Hiccup 
reach for a hook at the end of the cable. Then Hiccup turned around 
and looked her straight in the eye. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>DUN DUN DAAA ! More chapters coming soon (hopefully) . 



Thanks for reading ! <strong> 


5. Unexpected Guest 

**Author's note: This is kind of a short chapter. Leave a review, 
suggestions are welcome.** 
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><p>In the span of a second. Hiccup had crossed the gap between him 
and Astrid and had his knife to his throat. He looked straight into 
her eyes, "What the fuck are you doing here?" He asked, his voice 
never wavering, "Answer me or I slit your throat. "<p> 

"You wouldn't dare." Astrid' s voice was beautiful to Hiccup, despite 
the circumstances . 

"Would I? We are far away from your village. Even if they heard the 
screams, it would take them awhile to find your body if ever and by 
then. I'll be long gone." Astrid scoffed. There was no other way off 
island then by the dock or the air. Of course, only the birds could 
use the air, "But you still didn't answer my question, why are you 
here?" He pressed the blade into her throat, drawing a thin line of 
blood. In all honesty, it pained Hiccup for doing this. He hadn't 
killed that many people before but the people he had killed were 
killers themselves, criminals. This girl was innocent, "Come on, and 
be quick about it." 

"I was curious about you. I followed you here. Happy asshole?" _Ooh, 
this is a fiery one. NO! Get that out of your head Hiccup. You don't 
have the time or energy. Just leave her be. Just. Leave. Her. Be. 
_Hiccup had a mental war going on in his head, if he was still a 
teenager, this would be fine, maybe acceptable but he wasn't a 
teenager. He was 20 years old. He was a man now. 

"Yes." He pressed the blade a little harder against her 
throat . 

"Aren't you going to let me go now? I told you what you want to 
know . " 

"Yes but I can't trust you. Sorry about this dear." He took the blade 
away from her throat but brought the handle down upon her forehead, 
knocking her out. He slumped to the ground in an unconscious heap, 
"Sorry, I still think you're kinda beautiful." He hissed. Did she 
hear him? Of course not. He hoped not. He was just about to ascend 
into the NightFury when he remembered his pack was still at the 
forge, "Well fuck." He quickly made his way back up out of the cove 
and sprinted towards the village. 

Slowly, Astrid pulled herself up. He hadn't hit her as hard as he had 
wanted to and the effect wasn't as planned, she had gotten up a full 
20 minutes earlier than he wanted. She groaned and rubbed her head. 
Looking around, she could see that Hiccup was gone. She leaned 
against a boulder and her hand travelled up to her neck. The cut 
wasn't serious; it would heal quickly. She walked over to the cable 
and gripped it. It was cold, metal and rough under her palm. She 
pulled once and suddenly the line went slack. She pulled twice and 
she was yanked into the air. She held on as tightly as she could. 



fear gripping her body. She was white-knuckled, holding onto the 
cable as hard as she possibly could without breaking her fingers. She 
looked down and slowly the world beneath began to shrink. She 
screamed in fear, crying for help even though no one could help her. 
She closed her eyes and started to cry, something very 
un-Astrid-like . She was going to die. She was going to die. In her 
panic she didn't notice that the line had stopped moving and she was 
now inside the cabin. She wouldn't notice that for a full 1 
minute . 

Hiccup snuck into the forge, all the shutters had been closed and the 
forge was sealed off from the rest of the world. He made his way over 
to the cot and his pack, careful not to touch anything. Then, a 
lantern was lit and the room was showered with light. Holding that 
lantern was a nude Ruffnut. Hiccup silently cursed. Again with this? 
He needed to get out of here. Ruffnut swaggered on over to him, 
shaking her hips seductively as she went along. She was ready to do 
this, "Well?" 

"Well what?" Hiccup tried his best to control himself but his eyes 
started to wander across her body and his blood pumped. His pants 
tightened again. 

"Someone's happy to see me." Her hand reached for his crotch but he 
took a step back, "What? You don't want this?" 

"Umm." _N0! OF COURSE NOT! I WANT TO GET OUT OE YOUR VILLAGE AND I 
WANT TO ELY AGAIN! _"Not really." 

"What? Did Astrid get to you first?" 

"Umma€ 1 " NO! "Yes." Well, that should get him out of this 
scenario . 

"Oh, okay! If that's the it's going to be then that's the way it's 
going to be." She picked up her clothes, dressed herself quickly, 
gave him a hard slap across the face and stormed out. Hiccup touched 
his cheek. That would leave a mark. He wasted no further time, 
hefting his pack onto his shoulders and marching off into the 
forest . 

Hiccup attached the hook to his belt in the cove, holding onto his 
pack as he was hoisted up. He wondered where Astrid had gone. Maybe 
she went to tell the clan chief. Hiccup could almost imagine that. 

Her pushing the door open, screaming at the top of her lungs. The 
chief would scold her, call her a fool and dismiss her. He smiled at 
that . 

As he entered the control room he noticed something. There was a new 
smell in the cabin. A wonderfully beautiful smell. He put the pack to 
his nose and sniffed. Nope, it was his pack. He raised his armpits. 
Not that either. He sniffed his tunic. It wasn't that either. This 
smell was different; it came from a completely different person. He 
walked into his study, to find an unconscious Astrid knocked out on 
the desk. Well, at least his new safety mechanisms had worked. 


6. Day Elights 


Astrid felt cold, so very cold. Why couldn't she move? Why couldn't 



she see? Why was it so windy? What did she have over her face? 
Suddenly, her vision returned to her and she could feel a mask on her 
face. Where was she? Then she saw a man. A terrifying mask covered 
his face, the glass in the goggles was stained red and was made out 
of black steel. He was frightening; his mask would infect her dreams 
for a while, if he didn't kill her. He strode over to her calmly; he 
grabbed her shoulders and leaned the chair backwards, "Take a look 
behind you." She slowly turned her head and a scream escaped her 
mouth. She was high above the ocean, and with the chair leaning 

backwards, the only thing stopping her from falling was Hiccup's 

grip, "Why are you here?" 

"Please! DON'T LET GO!" 

"I asked, why are you here? ARE YOU A SPY? WHO DO YOU WORK EOR HUH? 
THE SPEARHEADS? THE ORDER? THE EUCKING CHURCH? WHO DO YOU EUCKING 
WORK EOR?" Hiccup screamed. He looked like he would rip her head off 
her neck. 

"WHAT DO YOU MEAN? I DON'T WORK EOR ANYONE! I JUST WANT TO GO HOME!" 
Why was he doing this? Who was he talking about? She wasn't a spy, 
"PLEASE! Pull me back up!" Tears streaked down her face underneath 
the mask, wetting her cheeks, "I don't want to die!" 

"I WANT THE TRUTH! TELL ME WHO YOU WORK EOR!" Hiccup screamed from 
under his mask. The mask distorted his voice; he could be anyone 
right now. He needed the truth. He couldn't trust this girl. She had 
managed to follow him without him noticing and snuck aboard _his 
_airship . 

"PLEASE! I DON'T KNOW WHAT YOU'RE TALKING ABOUT! PLEASE PLEASE 
PLEASE!" She screamed at the very top of her lungs. 

He grabbed her by the front of her tunic with his right hand and he 
raised his left hand. He gritted his teeth, he wouldn't enjoy this 
next part. He clenched his fist and punched her in the face. The 
sound was sickening to him, "WHO DO YOU WORK EOR?" He punched her 
again, this time more powerfully. He felt horrible, this would haunt 
him for a while, "WHO DO YOU EUCKING WORK EOR? ANSWER ME!" He roared. 
He punched again and again, the same question coming up after each 
hit. After 10 minutes of merciless beating, Astrid thankfully passed 
out . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>An hour later<strong> 
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><p>Astrid woke up, this time; she was cuffed to a bed. The mattress 
was hard. Her face pained her and felt sore. She didn't feel the mask 
on her face. She slowly opened her eyes and looked around her. Hiccup 
was sitting at the foot of the bed, his hand resting on her leg. He 
looked sad and she could hear him muttering, "I'm sorry. I'm sorry. 
I'm sorry." She turned her head and could see the mask staring at 
her. She screamed but felt a strong hand clamp over her mouth, 
silencing her. Her face snapped around and Hiccup's face was right 
over hers. She stared straight into his eyes. She felt a little 
calmer when she saw his face. She felta€ 1 Comforted somehow. She 
relaxed and Hiccup withdrew his hand, "Hey hey hey, look, it's just 



me. It's just me. You'll be fine. You'll be okay. Trust me. Go back 
to sleep." With that, he shut her eyes with his finger and she 
drifted off into a deep sleep. <p> 
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><p>Hiccup felt horrible. She trusted him even though he had beaten 
her. He had never interrogated anyone before. He usually let someone 
else do it for him. He didn't have the stomach for it. When she 
passed out, he had thrown up over the side of the front deck, 
spilling what remained of his dinner. He tried to calm Astrid when 
she woke, telling her to trust him and she did. That was what made 
him feel so bad. He got up from the end of the bed she was tied to. 

He took one last look at her before he walked away, heading towards 
the control room.<p> 

He gripped the wheel, relishing that feeling again, the feeling of 
control and power. He closed his eyes and gave a light shudder. For a 
second, for just one second, all his troubles slipped away. He felt 
free again, until the bastard known as reality pulled him back into 
the real world. What was he going to do with Astrid? He couldn't 
bring himself to kill her but he was hesitant to return to the 
village. He somewhat remember the name Berk, though he couldn't quite 
put his finger on it. Something about that place made his stomach 
churn. He walked for his storage room and heaved out a keg of mead. 

He wanted just a little drink. He poured himself a tankard of mead, 
chugged it down, poured himself another and chugged that down. Two 
tankards of mead in the span of a minute and Hiccup felt great. He 
usually stayed away from alcohol. It distracted him and he didn't 
need distractions, especially when he was in the Airship, one mistake 
and everything would go down. But Hiccup wasn't getting drunk; he 
just needed something to help him stay awake. He could hear the 
indistinct rumble of the engines. He decided to check up on his 
delicate machine. 

The engine room was hot, extremely so. Hiccup stripped off his shirt 
before entering; that should help a little. The second he entered, 
heat engulfed him and he started to sweat. He closed the door behind 
him and walked up the engine. It was a big machine. He had built it 
himself. He had built the entire Airship himself. The machine was 
made of his own special alloy, designed to resist heat. Despite this, 
the metal was still black and charred. The machine was powered by 
coal and every week or so. Hiccup would have to shovel in about 10 
pounds of coal into the machine, making it very efficient. Hiccup 
usually kept around 240 pounds of coal in the engine room. Right now. 
Hiccup estimated he had 120 pounds left. That meant he had only 12 
weeks, give or take a few days. He picked up the shovel he kept in 
the room and began to shovel the coal into the furnace. He was done 
in a few minutes. 

He was relieved to exit the engine room and he was drenched in sweat. 
He walked over to his lavatory and took a towel, wiping off his 
chest. He didn't have a proper bathroom. The sink only had enough 
water to last 2 weeks if he rationed the water and the toilet was 
nothing but a hole carved into the bottom of the floor with a seat. 
The only thing that was real was the towels and the mirror. He stood 
in front of the mirror for a few seconds, examining himself. He was 
covered in scars, some were from battles, others were just bad burns 
but the majority of scars came from his experiments. They werea€ 1 for 
a lack of a better word, dangerous. He regularly had to bandage and 



take care of himself. He stitched up his own wounds, he disinfected 
his own cuts, and he wrapped the bandages around his own body. He 
sighed and walked out, laying the towel in the sink. 

He sat in his chair, near his desk and the sleeping Astrid. He rolled 
up the legs of his pants and examined his prosthetic, seeing if it 
had taken any damage during the day that he may not have noticed. He 
checked one side, then the other. He deemed the prosthetic still good 
for business. He then rolled up the legs of his pants even further; 
exposing the leather straps the bound the prosthetic to his real leg. 
He undid the buckles and slowly pulled off the metal and wood 
creation, exposing what remained of his real leg. Compared to others 
who had lost their legs or arms or whatever, he was doing pretty 
well. There was no swelling, phantom pain did come along every now 
and then but it wasn't so bad. What really irked him was the constant 
ache. It was dull but it annoyed him beyond belief. He lifted his leg 
and examined the end of the stump. There was nothing to be concerned 
about, just a few patterns across the skin. He then put his leg back 
down and turned his head, looking at the sleeping Astrid. Even after 
his beating, she still looked beautiful. She seemed so serene in her 
sleep. Hiccup tore his eyes away from her. And laid his head against 
the desk, closing his eyes and drifting off into sleep himself. And 
as he slept, his dreams couldn't help but drift off towards the 
blonde sleeping in his bed. 
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><pXstrong>Ladies and gentlemen, I would like to thank you for 
reading and your support. <strong> 

**If you have a little trouble visualising the mask and engine then 
I'll try to help. When thinking of the engine, just imagine an old 
steam-engine. And the mask, here's a link to the photo:** 

** f s7 0 /PRE/i/2 0 12 /2 83/ 6/5/dishonored_mask_stock_rend er_by_ 

* * 


**Just click on it or copy-and-paste it into your browser. When 
thinking of the mask just imagine that but with a little more red and 
leather . * * 

**Anyways, thank you all once and please review.** 


7. Night Erights 
_Italics _are flashbacks. 

**Author notes: Thank you all for reading and reviewing (if you 
reviewed.) This chapter and the next chapter will explain Hiccup's 
backstory a little bit. Thanks once again.** 
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><p>The day was bleak and the skies were dark and angry. It could 
rain at any moment. Hiccup was supposed to meet someone here, 
something about discussing some contracts for his invention. He paced 
back and forth, his foot making a dull clunk every time he put it 
down. His hands were clasped behind his back and inside his cloak; he 
had the blueprints to some of his inventions. He particularly liked 



his air convoy concept but it just needed the funding. He knew that 
air travel was possible, his Airship was proof of that but he had 
always lacked enough resources and money to build more. He heard the 
galloping of horses and he knew his clients had arrived. A smiled 
dawned on his face; he had been waiting for a while. His clients were 
two men, dressed in pristine white robes. Accompanying them was a 
small squad of soldiers, 6 men armed to the teeth. Hiccup extended 
his arms and gave a small bow. His clients were from the church, that 
much was clear as the cross was clearly seen on their necks and their 
robes, "Ahh, sirs. I hope you had a pleasant trip?"<p> 

"Yes yes, it was fine. You said you had some concepts? Blueprints for 
some sort of air machine?" One of the priests said. 

"Yes of course!" Hiccup fumbled around in his coat and pulled out a 
scroll, "Here," He walked over to the priests, "I call it the 
Airship. With the proper materials and funding, these Airships can 
transport a large amount of cargo and travel for extremely long 
distances. They are faster than regular land convoys and with enough 
time, I can make an entire fleet. The engines will utilize coal 
ena€ 1 " 

"Yes, that's all very good." The other priest cut Hiccup off, "Can 
your Airships carry weaponry?" 

"Uma€ 1 W-well, these Airships aren't designed to carry weapon. 

They're just made for cargo." Hiccup didn't like where this was 
going . 

"Can they transport men?" 

"Uh yes! With ease! The cabin should be able to carry 200 men, with 
enough supplies for a month long trip." 

"Excellent! What other designs do you have?" 

"Umma€ 1 Ah, here." Hiccup fished around in his coat and pulled out an 
entire stack of blueprint. He didn't care what he sold, so long as he 
got some money. He needed that money, "I call this the canal cleaner, 
one man will row the boat while the other cranks a shaft that will in 
turn clean the bottom of the canal of sediment. Oh, and this, it is 
an advanced alloy or mixture of metals that will be extremely 
strongaO 1 " 

"What is this?" The priest saw something interesting in Hiccup's pile 
of blueprints. He pulled out a sheet from the stack. 

"Oh urn, I call that the 'cannon'. It will be a heavy artillery piece, 
something like the Ballistae of Greece but instead of bolts, this 
will fire a heavy metal ball that could potentially devastate a 
castle." Hiccup didn't like this at all. Why were they so interested 
in weaponry and man transports, "Wait, are you from the Church? Is 
this for your campaign in the Near East? Is this for the 
Crusades ? ! " 

"Why of course? Why else do you think we were here?" 

"WellaCl This is wrong. I'm sorry gentlemen, I'm afraid I can't sell 
you any of my plans. My designs weren't designed as weapons of war. 
They're supposed to advance the greater good!" 



"Look here whelp." One of the escorts spoke up, "Hand over the plans 
or we pry them from your cold dead body." Hiccup didn't have a 
choice. He wasn't going to let his plans fall into the wrong hands. 
He drew his sword and prepared for battle. 
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><p>Hiccup woke, sucking in air. It was just a dream, it was just a 
dream, he was just remembering. He took a look to the left and could 
see that Astrid was still out cold. Hiccup swallowed and stood up, 
suddenly remembering his prosthetic wasn't strapped to him and he 
fell to the floor. He cursed and pulled himself up. He quickly 
strapped the prosthetic on and walked over to the control room. That 
was enough sleeping for him.<p> 


8 . Reminiscing 

**A short chapter. This chapter was just to provide some background 
information on how he got two of his major enemies. The Church and 
the mysterious 'Order'** 
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><p>Hiccup stood at the wheel, one hand gripping it while the other 
was limp as his side. What was he going to do with Astrid? That was 
the question that lingered in his head. He honestly had no clue. He 
took a deep breath. It was already around midnight and it was cold as 
usual. It was always cold in the Airship, especially at night but he 
had grown accustomed to it, six years was more than enough time. His 
mind kept going back to that flashback, that less than pleasant 
meeting with the priests. They wanted weapons, his weapons to kill 
and murder. He sighed and turned the wheel to the left just a bit. He 
didn't know where he was going. He knew the way back to Berk, just in 
case he wanted to drop Astrid off but he didn't want to go back. He 
wanted to stay in the air, to fly, to work with his machines again. 

He heard Astrid move in her sleep, "Hiccup, Hiccup, where are you." 
She called out. Hiccup let go of the wheel and walked out of the 
control room, heading straight for his bed.<p> 

She was barely awake and she had kicked off the blankets in her 
sleep, "Cold, so cold." She moaned in her sleep. Hiccup sighed and 
picked up the blanket from the cold floor. He draped it over her 
sleeping body and sat down at the foot of the bed. He rested his hand 
against her leg. His eyes rested upon her sleeping face. Something 
tugged at his heart and he looked away. He wanted to lean in and kiss 
her but he stopped himself. He had better things to do. He stood up 
and took one last look at her before walking away. He didn't want to 
sleep; the desk seemed particularly uncomfortable today so he walked 
over to his Inventor's Room. 

Inside the Inventor's Room, scraps of metal and random bolts and nuts 
and small odds-and-ends were lying across the floor, as if strewn 
about by some higher being. When it came to inventing new things. 
Hiccup rarely sat down and thought it all the way through. He would 
come up with the idea, mess around in the Inventor's Room for a bit 
then really start to work. A few of his designs were hanging from the 
ceiling by cables. A miniature Ballista, an automatically reloading 
crossbow and a collapsible folding blade were some of the things that 



Hiccup displayed. He stood in the middle of the room, careful not to 
step on anything. He looked up and smiled as he looked at his old 
works. A steam powered automatic arrow launcher, a chain with all 
sorts of blades and there was even a small flamethrower hanging from 
the ceiling. But one of his favorite inventions was at the very end 
of the room, on the wall opposite the door. It was a full suit of 
armor. It wasn't regular heavy steel armor, no, not at all. It was 
made from a mixture of leather and a lot of thin steel wires. He wove 
the steel wires into the leather itself, reinforcing the whole thing. 
The vanbraces were specially to be able to withstand extreme blows 
and were used to block incoming attacks. There was no helmet, only a 
hood. Hiccup would normally wear the terrifying mask that he had worn 
only an hour ago. The chest plate was made of made from his special 
mix of leather and steel and could deflect even the strongest of 
hits. Metal braces would strap onto Hiccup's legs and protect his 
legs. The suit of armor could stop an arrow from a longbow, provide 
great protection from most bladed weapons, enable him to carry large 
amounts of ammunition and most of all, it could fly. Hiccup had found 
a way to create fake 'wings'. He didn't go into much detail about it, 
only that it worked. He walked over to it and ran a hand over it. It 
had been a long time since he had worn it and now it was collecting 
dust. Hiccup rubbed his fingers together and walked out of the 
Inventor's Room. He felt tired all of a sudden. He walked over to his 
desk and laid his head down on it. 
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><p>Back on Berk, Astrid's disappearance remained somewhat unnoticed. 
The girl was uncontrollable. Some nights she wouldn't come home and 
sometimes she would spend days out in the woods, training herself and 
trying to survive as best as she could. It wasn't uncommon that she 
went missing. Once she disappeared for an entire month, turns out, 
she had just taken a really, really long route to go around the 
entire island. That girl would turn up eventually . <p> 

Hiccup had trouble closing his eyes and keeping them closed. The desk 
wasn't helping either. In his frustration his eyes came across his 
old journal. He sat up and pulled it over closer to him. He flipped 
to a random page and found one of his more interesting journal 
entries, it read: 

_Have just returned from pub. As I was walking out, two shadowy 
figures approached me. They wanted the plans. I was shocked! How did 
they know about the plans? My blueprints were always kept either in 
the Airship or on his person and not once had he ever been 
pickpocketed . That was the question that would stay with me. Anyways, 
I tried my best to act like a drunken fool and pretend like I didn't 
know what they were talking about. Then, one of them suddenly has a 
knife to my throat and the other is waving about some sort of symbol, 
it was inside a black circle and three red lines were directly in the 
middle. I had no idea what it was. They said they were from the Order 
or something and they threatened me. They said that they would kill 
me if they didn't get the plan. Then some idiot burst out of the bar 
and manages to distract them. Let's just say, if that idiot had 
chosen a later time to appear, I would not be able to write this. I 
dispatched the two quickly, snapping their necks and I dragged their 
bodies away, hiding them in a casket. Not one of my most original 
hiding spots but it would do. I searched their bodies thoroughly, 
finding nothing except weaponry. Who were they? How did they know 
about the plan? There are a lot of questions and no answers. I think 



I may have made myself an enemy, whoever this Order is, they 
certainly won't like having two members dead._ 

_-Hiccup_ 

Hiccup remembered that day. It was only a week after meeting the two 
priests. Perhaps the priests and the shadowy figures were working 
together. Hiccup did spare the priests, making quick work of their 
escort so perhaps the men were sent to kill him? Hiccup only shook 
his head and stood up. He wasn't going to go to sleep yet. When 
Astrid wakes, he'll talk to her. 
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><pXstrong>My next chapter should be a little longer. Plus, expect 
to see more of Hiccup's flying armor. <strong> 

**I going to answer some questions (okay, there was only one 
question) I found in the reviews, if you want to see the questions, 
check the reviews (and maybe review yourself? Please?) .** 

**barbull: No, I did not get my ideas from that song. I've actually 
never heard of it or even seen the video so no. I actually just took 
a regular blimp, tried to steampunkify it as much as I could and I 
came up with The NightFury** 

**And that's all the questions. A big thanks to all who have read my 
story. Please review, reviews help.** 


9. I Could Just Drop You 

**Thank you all for reading and the support. BTW, can someone PM me 
or put something in the reviews about whether or not I have to write 
a disclaimer or something, I would prefer not to redo things. Anyway, 
thanks again.** 
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><p>Astrid slowly opened her eyes. For a second she had forgotten 
where she was. In her mind she was just waking up on her regular bed, 
in her regular house, on the same old regular Berk. In her mind, she 
would get up, meet up with Snotlout, Fishlegs, Tuffnut and Ruffnut 
and cause all sorts of mayhem. She tried to move her arms that that 
was what thrust her back into reality. She was here, wherever here 
was. Tied to a cot. She called out, her voice not loud but not quiet 
either, "Hiccup! Where are you?" As if he was waiting for her words 
to ring out, he appeared and sat down at the end of the 
bed . <p> 

"Here I am." He said, with bags under his eyes and the rough smell of 
alcohol on his breath, "What do you want?" His voice was harsh, and 
every time he opened his mouth, his breath would wash over her. 

"I need to go to the bathroom." She blurted out the first thing that 
came to mind. 

"Ok." He started to untie her. He could trust her right? Right? _ 

What are you doing? _A voice hissed from inside his head. Hiccup 
merely pushed it out of thought. He had finished an entire barrel of 



mead trying to go to sleep. He failed miserably and instead stood at 
the wheel, making adjustments to the course if need be. He kept The 
NightFury in a holding pattern, merely circling lazily. He was still 
relatively close to Berk. As soon as Hiccup finished untying Astrid, 
she lashed out at him, her fist steamrolling towards his face. 

Instead of dodging it, as he normally would've, he just let it hit 
him. _GODS ! This girl packs a punch! _Hiccup didn't let his thoughts 
transfer over to his expression; his expression remained the same, as 
if the punch didn't even happen. Astrid threw another at his face but 
this time, he caught her fist in his hand. She tried using her free 
hand but Hiccup had already thought of that, his other hand seizing 
hers. For a second they both remained perfectly still, staring into 
each other's eyes. Astrid had rage in her eyes whilst Hiccup had 
something more akin toa€ 1 Sadness? Or was it remorse. Astrid' s voice 
filled the room, "LET GO OF ME!" She struggled against Hiccup's 
strong hands. 

"Stop." It was more of a command than a request. She didn't stop. 
Hiccup gripped her hands more tightly, squeezing them to the point of 
pain. _OW ! How can Hiccup be this strong? _Astrid thought to herself. 
Hiccup loosened his grip, "Do you want to go to the bathroom or 
not?" 


"I do . " 

"Then stop fighting." Astrid seemed defeated. She would have to go to 
the bathroom at some point and she couldn't do that without either 
Hiccup letting her go or her pissing her panties and wetting Hiccup's 
bed. Astrid didn't like the latter at all. She hadn't wet her bed 
since she was a baby. 

"Ok. " 

"Good." Hiccup released her hands and stood up. Astrid got up, 
tentatively. She shook her legs, trying to regain some feeling in 
them. She took a step and stumbled forward. Before she hit the 
ground. Hiccup had grabbed her, his hand reached across her chest to 
stop her fall. But his open hand was now resting on Astrid' s breast. 
Hiccup pulled her up, not noticing where his hand was. Astrid did 
however but she didn't complain. She gave a small gasp. Hiccup took 
one look at his hand and quickly withdrew, his face turning red. _Oh 
shit, _he thought. He prepared himself. What was she going to do? 

Knee him in the balls? Kick him in the stomach? Slap him? Instead she 
teasingly said, "Why'd you stop?" Hiccup felt his blood pump, and not 
to where he wanted it to. His face became even redder if that was 
possible and his pants grew tight. Hiccup managed to calm himself 
down enough to say, "Bathroom?" 

"Oh right. Which way?" 

"That way." 

"Thank you." She quickly scurried off to where he had pointed. Hiccup 
was left just standing there. His face managed to return to its 
original color but he still couldn't get rid of the tightness in his 
pants. His mind wondered and the picture of a nude Astrid flashed in 
his head. Right there, he slapped his self across the face, "No. No. 
No." He mumbled. Astrid returned from the bathroom and Hiccup turned 
around to face her. She had her hands on her hips, "So, are you going 
to tie me up again?" _Oh gods, the way she says that, why did she 



have to say it like that? _Hiccup mentally whined. 

"Umma€ 1 No? I mean, no. No, I'm not going to tie you up." 

"Great, so what now." 

"I just need to ask you some questions. Have a seat." He gestured at 
the bed. 

"Ok." She sat down at the edge of the bed. Somehow, deep inside, she 
enjoyed being around Hiccup and she could see Hiccup enjoyed being 
around her. The bulge in his pants was more than enough evidence. Her 
mind began to wander, what was in those pants? _N0 ! You are Astrid 
Hofferson, this man kidnapped you, you will not think about that. 


"Soa€l" Hiccup sat down at his desk, turning to face her, "What is 
your name?" 

"Astrid Hofferson." 

"Where do you come from?" 

"Berk . " 

"How old are you?" 

"18." Why did he need to ask these questions? 

"How did David defeat Goliath?" 

"What?" Hiccup almost sighed in relief. If she worked for the Church, 
she would've known that instantly. It was in the Bible after all. Or 
something. Hiccup couldn't recall where the story of David and 
Goliath came from, "What are you talking about?" 

"Oh nothing. Just checking somea€ 1 Things." 

"Ok. Are those all the questions?" 

"Umma€ 1 Yes, of course. I'll just leave you toa€ 1 Rest a bit." 

"I don't want to rest anymore. I've had enough of that. Can you show 
me around this place? Maybe?" Astrid asked. Hiccup didn't know how to 
respond. How would she react to her being in the air? Flight was 
still a thing reserved for fairytales. Buta€ 1 Maybe she was 
different. Hiccup sighed, "Okay, fine. I'll show you about." Astrid 
almost squealed with excitement. 


10. Back to Miserable Berk! 

**Very short chapter but it had to be done. A little hint for the 
next chapter: Something to do with a hammer. Thanks for reading!** 
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><p>Hiccup held his hands over her eyes. This would be tricky. How 
would she react to being in the air? Flight was a tale that people 
tell little kids to shut them up. Well, at least that worked with 



Hiccup. Astrid tried to sneak a peek but Hiccup's hands covered her 
eyes entirely. He slowly maneuvered her over to the control room. 

Most of the room was made of glass so she should be able to get a 
good look without freaking out. Or would she? Better than taking her 
up to the front deck. He moved her until she was right next to the 
window then he removed his hands. Astrid' s first reaction was shock, 
then a very un-vikingly scream. She jumped onto Hiccup, wrapping her 
legs around his waist and her arms wrapped around him. Hiccup 
actually didn't mind this, "WHAT THE FUCK? WHY ARE WE SO 
HIGH?"<p> 

"We..." Oh gods, how should he say it, "We are in the skies." 

"NO SHIT! HICCUP, GET ME DOWN FROM HERE. GET ME BACK ON THE 
GROUND ! " 

"UmmaC 1 No can do, you see, we're in the middle of the ocean." 
_Actually we're not, we're just a short ride from Berk, _Hiccup 
didn't add, "I'm going to put you down now, okay?" Hiccup 
gulped . 

"NO! NO! NO! DON'T YOU DARE!" 

"It's okay Astrid, we're safe." _Sort of, _"I'm putting you down now. 
Just be calm and don't freak out. Just. Stay. Calm." Astrid calmed 
down, just a little bit. How was she up here? Hiccup was surprised at 
how well she was taking it. The last person he brought up here. Well, 
let's say Hiccup had a lot of cleaning to do. _She shouldn't be that 
surprised, she did take the winch to get up here and she was 
conscious when that happened. Maybe the safety measures were a little 
too much? Nah, _Hiccup thought to himself, "Now, would you kindly 
unwrap your legs from around me?" She did as she was told and she 
tentatively touched the floor, making sure it was solid under her 
foot . 

"How is this possible?" She said quietly. Her heart was still beating 
in her chest. 

"Science." Hiccup responded. She was taking this a little better now. 
_I wonder how she'll react when I take her up to the front deck. _A 
smile tugged at the corners of his lips. 

"Why are you smiling?" Astrid looked at him, finally managing to tear 
her eyes from the ground. 

"Oh, no reason. How do you feel?" 

"About being in the air? Okay, I think." 

"Good." Hiccup suddenly jumped and shook the cabin. Astrid screamed. 
Hiccup couldn't help but laugh. Astrid gave him a rough punch. She 
didn't enjoy that joke at all, "Oh fuck you." 

"Ouch. You wanna see the rest of the place?" 

"Sure. Just don't do that to me again." She seemed pretty calm now. 
Hiccup nodded and walked out of the Control room, Astrid right behind 
him. His first stop was the Inventor's Room. 


He opened the door and ushered her in 


"This is my Inventor's 



Room . 


"Cool, what do you do in here exactly?" 

"Uma€ 1 Mainly I just mess around, maybe do an experiment or two." 
Astrid wasn't paying attention, her focus was on the various objects 
hanging from the ceiling. She grabbed the one that seemed the most 
interesting. She took it down and held it in her hands. The metal was 
cold against her skin and the object was light in her hands. There 
were no sharp edges, just a cylinder, a barrel and a handle with 
various switches and buttons. Hiccup was very concerned, very 
quickly, "Put that down." 

"Why?" 

"It's a weapon . " 

"This?" Astrid almost snorted. She had the barrel pointed straight at 
Hiccup and he was clearly uncomfortable with that, "This is a toy! 
Now, how does this workaC 1 " She fiddled around with the switches, she 
could hear Hiccup protest but as he did she flicked a switch and a 
gust of flame burst out of the barrel and headed straight for Hiccup. 
He ducked down, the flames missing him but he could smell singed 
hair. The flames scorched the wall behind Hiccup, turning it a dark 
black. Astrid was rooted to the spot, speechless. Hiccup stood up and 
yanked the object from her hands, "This is a flamethrower. I don't 
suggest you keep playing with it." He scorned her. He talked to her 
like an adult would to a child. He put the flamethrower back and he 
motioned towards the door. Astrid walked out but as she did, she 
caught a glimpse of a suit of armor. 

Their next stop was the engine room. Hiccup opened the door and 
Astrid felt as if there was an inferno behind the doors. The heat was 
unbearable for her and she quickly closed the door. She looked at 
him, her face red from the heat, "What's in there?" 

"That is the engine room." 

"It's so hot ! " 

"I know. I go in there every week." He was calm as ever. 

"I don't know how you do it." 

"I'm used to it. And that's about everything in here. You've seen the 
bathroom and I'm pretty sure you're very well acquainted with the 
bed. Anything else you want to see?" 

"No, no, I'm fine. Urn, Hiccup, can you drop me off back at Berk 
now? " 


"Okay, I don't see why not." 


11. Brother Brother 
**There will be blood...** 
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><p>The ride back to Berk would've been a lot faster but Hiccup 
decided to prolong it, just a little bit. He wanted to fly just a 
little longer. His hands gripped the wheel once again and Astrid was 
standing next to him. Her fear had decreased significantly. She was 
now comfortable standing in the Control room, unfazed by Hiccup 
rocking the cabin. Hiccup positioned The NightFury above the cove 
like last time and opened the hatch. He looked at Astrid and asked 
her, "So, would you prefer to go down one at a time or do you want me 
to carry you down?" He was trying to be chivalrous, well, sort 
of . <p> 

"Urn, no, it's fine." Astrid responded. She wouldn't mind being held 
by Hiccup but she was Astrid, she could do this herself. 

"Okay then. So, hook attaches to youraC 1 " Hiccup reminded himself 
that Astrid wasn't him, "Right, you don't have a belt. Hang on." He 
undid his belt and handed it over to her. 

"But, don't you need that to, I don't know, keep your pants up?" 
Astrid actually wouldn't have minded if his pants came down but she 
pushed that thought of her head, she didn't want to know what he was 
packing . 

"No, it's fine. That belt's just for the hook. D ' you need help 
putting the belt on or what?" 

"No, it's fine, I can do this." She wrapped the belt around her waist 
and did the buckle. Hiccup attached the hook to the belt and he 
instructed, "When you get down there, take off the belt but keep the 
hook attached to the belt, okay? And wait for me. I'll be down there 
right after you." Astrid nodded and Hiccup pushed her out of the 
ship . 
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><p>A few minutes later and both Astrid and Hiccup were on the 
ground. He had anchored the NightFury to the same root as last time 
and he let her walk back to Berk, he would walk to Berk as well but 
take a different path.<p> 

Upon Astrid' s return, her friends immediately surrounded her, Ruffnut 
was there too. Astrid smiled; it was good to be back with friends. 
Tuffnut had a wide grin on his face, "Soa€l where were you?" 

"Just in the forest, you know, hunting. Couldn't find anything 
though . " 

"Riiight, that's all you did?" Tuffnut 's grin became even bigger. Uh 
oh, he knows something, Astrid thought to herself. 

"Yeah. That's all." 

"What about Hiccup?" Ruffnut spoke. 

"What about him? I didn't see him." 

"Riiight. I know what happened. You two snuck out to the forest and 
had sex didn't you?" Tuffnut came right out with it. 


"No! Of course not!" Oh gods, this is not turning out well 


"I did 



not have sex with Hiccup." Snotlout looked like he was about to burst 
into laughter. 


Halfway across the village. Hiccup stopped by the blacksmith. He 
could see Gobber busy working. Hiccup waved him a hello and the 
blacksmith waved at him, "So lad, you disappeared for a little bit. 
Found your stuff gone, thought someone had killed ya." 

"Yeah, sorry about that, somea€ 1 Issues came up. I dealt with 
them . " 

"Yeah, issues. Anyways, there's some fella asking about for you. 
Dangerous looking guy." Hiccup felt his heart sink. Shit. 

"What does this guy look like?" 

"Tattoos up and down his arms, some weird symbol on his neck. He's 
tall, urn, black hair and one of his eyes is green and the other is 
black." Hiccup felt a lump build in his throat. Oh no, he's found me. 
Oh shit, he's found me. 

"Where is he?" 

"Whoa there, slow down. From the way you're talking, it sounds like 
you have some history with this guy." 

"Yes, he's tried to kill me, twice. Almost did last time." 

"Well, that's not good. What are you going to do?" 

"I don't know. I can't hit him with an arrow, he's too fast. The only 
thing I can probably beat him in is a good old fashioned fist to 
f 1st . " 

"Ah, then you can challenge him." 

"Excuse me?" 

"Well, here, if you challenge a man seriously, he has to go through 
with the fight, whatever fight it may be. It ' s a honor thing 'round 
these parts. Hiccupa€ 1 Are you going to kill this guy?" Gobber 
lowered his voice. Hiccup sighed. 

"Yes . " 

"Then good luck. Some tips, get ready before you face him, he's got 
armor on, best you get some too. Also, fight him at sundown; try to 
get the sun in his eyes. I have faith in you boy." 

"Thank you Gobber." And with that. Hiccup walked out. He was going to 
return . 
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><p>Hiccup walked into the tavern, clad in his flying armor, hood up. 
His mask wasn't on. He could see the guy sitting at the bar. He took 
Gobber 's advice, outside, the sun was setting and the sky was set 
alight with shades of brilliant orange. He walked up to the guy and 
sat next to him, "It's been a long time." Hiccup said, his voice 
low . <p> 



"Too long . " 


"What do you want?" 

"Is that anyway to treat a brother. Hiccup?" 

"You're not my brother. You betrayed us, turned us over to thosea€ 1 
vile creatures. The Crusaders found us and killed everyone, because 
of you." Hiccup had his head down. He glanced at his opponent. He 
wasn't armed. He had expected this, "Why are you here?" 

"To kill you. What does it look like?" 

"Well, let's not fight in here. There's too many people 
around . " 

"No, I want witnesses. You're a slippery one. Hiccup, that enough I 
know. You're not winning this time." 

"Kiss my ass." Hiccup stood up and spoke up louder, "I challenge you, 
James McConnery to a fight to the death." An immediate silence came 
over the tavern. James stood up and faced Hiccup, "I accept your 
challenge. Atlas Wolfblood." Hiccup hadn't been called that for a 
while. It was an old alias and it had served him well. Hiccup walked 
out of the tavern and into the square, James following close behind 
him. A crowd followed them from the tavern and assembled around them, 
creating a large circle. Hiccup removed every weapon from his body, 
his swords, his daggers, his throwing knifes and the hammer. He 
tossed them onto the ground and kicked them away. Hiccup rolled his 
neck and faced James. 

James started first. He charged forward like a raging bull. He closed 
the gap between him and Hiccup. He threw a wild punch at Hiccup's 
face. Hiccup dodged it easily but was caught off guard but a hard 
kick to his stomach. He stumbled backwards, the wind knocked out of 
him. He barely had time to register James advancing towards him. His 
legs were swept out from under him and he fell hard onto the ground. 

T 

he crowd hissed. They couldn't intervene. 

James sat on Hiccup's chest and started to pummel Hiccup's face. 
Hiccup, had his arms above his face, trying to block the incoming 
attacks. He knew the way James fought, he had trained with him. James 
was about to use his finishing move, a devastating elbow to eyes. As 
James brought down his elbow. Hiccup quickly grabbed it, sliding one 
hand to James' wrist and had the other still on the elbow. James 
realized his mistake but by then it was too late. Hiccup snapped 
James' elbow and wrist, rendering one arm useless. Hiccup pushed 
James off and Hiccup rose. James did as well and they stood facing 
each other for a few moments. Before, James had the upper hand, now 
Hiccup did. James shook his head and charged at Hiccup. He raised his 
functional arm, hand going for Hiccup's throat. Hiccup was faster, 
his fingers darted forward and his index finger slammed into James' 
eye, blinding him. Hiccup advanced, as James was stunned. Hiccup 
drilled his midsection with a furry of blows and pushed him away with 
a swift kick to the gut. 

James quickly caught himself before he went back any further. Hiccup 



paused in his advance and James froze. They stared each other down. 

If someone was to stand between them, a massive hole would've been 
bored through them. Hiccup made the first move. He advanced slowly, 
calmly, tauntingly. He couldn't help but smile. James' face was 
serious, chiselled out of stone. Hiccup closed the gap between them 
and threw a punch at James' face, a sloppy mistake. James blocked 
with his arm and returned with a hard side-kick to Hiccup's ribs. The 
blow caught him hard, knocking the wind out of him. 

Astrid pushed her way through the crowd, what was going on? As she 
reached the front of the crowd, she saw what was all the commotion 
about. Hiccup and some other man were in a fight and it looked like 
Hiccup was winning. Her friends suddenly appeared at her side and 
they were shocked to see Hiccup fighting. They were in awe. 

Hiccup didn't notice Astrid in the crowd; he was focusing on James. 

He had recovered from the blow and only now could he see the feral 
mania in James' eyes, the animalistic nature in him. He would need to 
end this quickly. They approached one another but just before they 
engaged. Hiccup spotted something in James' hand. By the time he 
realised what it was, it was too late. A great cloud of dust erupted 
in Hiccup's eyes, blinding him and making his eyes tear him. That was 
the least of his problems. 

Blow upon blow rained down on Hiccup, each one sending pain into his 
mind. He was dazed and was suddenly kicked on his back. By now, his 
vision had returned and had only the briefest of moments to react as 
James' boot hurtled towards his skull. Hiccup rolled to the side, 
pulling away from James and narrowly avoiding having his skull 
stomped open. 

Hiccup couldn't fight it anymore, he had to let go. He felt the 
bloodlust build up in his body, felt the adrenaline course through 
his body. His heart slowed until it seemed like it would never beat 
again. The world around him faded. There was only him and his 
opponent . 

James advanced, confident but could only watch in dismay as each blow 
hit nothing but air. Hiccup dodged each one of James' one handed 
blows effortlessly, gliding between each punch. Hiccup raised his 
knee and slammed it into James' knee, snapping it. A sickening crack 
rang through the air. James dropped to a knee and Hiccup approached 
now. He clapped James' ears with cupped hands, disorientating him 
before he kicked him squarely in the chest, sending him flying 
backwards . 

In any other fight, that would be the end of it but this was a fight 
to the death. There was only one winner. 

Hiccup stood over James' body, fists clenched. He knelt down beside 
him and held him down with his left hand. He raised his free hand, 
put down his ring and pinky finger and brought his index and middle 
finger down into James' neck, puncturing James' windpipe and driving 
his fingers into James' throat. Blood spurted from his neck. A pool 
began to accumulate in the dirt, but he was still alive. Hiccup 
reached around the ground until he felt the handle of a hammer. He 
was going to finish this. Hiccup looked into James' eyes and 
whispered, "I'm sorry brother." James coughed and blood erupted from 
his mouth. 



"May your Gods forgive your sins." Hiccup raised the hammer and 
buried in James' face. He pulled out the hammer and brought it back 
down again, burying it deep inside James' face. James was still 
twitching. Hiccup was covered in blood. He pulled the hammer out 
again and had the final blow, sending a spurt of blood right at his 
face. Hiccup didn't even blink. He slowly stood up and took a look 
around . 

Everyone was staring at him, eyeing him with a sort of fear. Vikings 
were a brutal kind indeed, but there was something about this lad 
that scared them. They could feel the thirst for violence in him, 
could feel how much he loved to kill, and that scared them. 

Then out of the crowd. Hiccup saw Astrid, tears dripped down her 
cheek and her nose was red. He took one look at his blood-covered 
hands. He had done it. The chief of the village stepped out of the 
crowd and declared Hiccup the winner. The crowd dispersed quickly 
after that. Astrid left with the crowd, her friends desperately 
trying to console her. She didn't know why she was crying, she just 
was . 

Hiccup knelt down next to James' body. He said a little prayer and 
closed his eyes. It was the least he could do. Hiccup picked up his 
equipment and walked out of the square. He needed a drink. 


12. The Fck Are You? 

**Another fight scene, yay. It is short though so don't expect 
something straight out of Hollywood. If anyone had any questions 
about the last chapter, don't worry, everything will be revealed. In 
time . ** 
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><p>Hiccup downed his 5th tankard. He was actually feeling a little 
tipsy. Okay, a little tipsy would be an understatement. He sat in the 
corner and drank. He was actually feeling pretty good about himself. 
Though he wasn't sure why everyone was so freaked out. These people 
surely have seen worse. Bashing a man's skull in with a hammer surely 
isn't that bad, was it? Burning an entire village to the ground, that 
was surely crueler than to kill a man? And why was Astrid so upset? 
She's probably lobbed off a few heads before. Hiccup shook his head, 
smiled a drunken smile and gave a short chuckle. Two men suddenly 
approached him and sat down next to him, flanking him. They were 
burly and huge men, as it seemed was always the case in this place. 
Their sleeves were rolled down, their entire arms covered. That was 
unusual. Hiccup merely took a look at them and drunkenly slurred, 

"The fuck you looking at?"<p> 

"That was a great fight out there. Brutal man, I mean you killed your 
own brother." The man to Hiccup's right said. James wasn't Hiccup's 
brother, but Hiccup didn't correct the man. 

"What do you want?" A lot of people had approached Hiccup before; 
this time probably wouldn't be any different. 

"Have you tried mercenary work?" No, it was not different at 
all . 



"Yes, I have and I couldn't give less of a damn." Why was everyone 
trying to get Hiccup to be a mercenary? There were people everywhere 
trying to get him to become a mercenary. Why? First the Orient, then 
Italy, France and so many more. Hiccup was sick of it, "Look, stop 
trying. I've had my fill of death." _LIES! _"I don't want to be a 
mercenary. Damn!" 

"Wella€l This was a nice conversation." A knife was at Hiccup's 
throat in a heartbeat, "But we're not just here for that." The men 
rolled up their sleeves and revealed a multitude of tattoos. Hiccup 
instantly recognized one. _0f course, they just have to show up here. 
_Hiccup rolled his eyes. 

"What do you want?" 


"The plans. 


"To what? Even with the plans, you won't 
The Church is clearly more informed than 
To clean up after your little puppet? Or 
knights did too well of a job at killing 


be able to get it to work, 
that. Why else are you here? 
are you here because your 
everyone ? " 


"Shut up. Eollow us." The knife was withdrawn but Hiccup could feel 
it was close by, ready to quickly stick him between the ribs. The men 
stood up and walked out. Hiccup following close by. The men tossed 
some gold to the host, paying off Hiccup's bill. 


* * 


* 


><p>The men led Hiccup into the forest, far away from the village and 
even the cove. They finally stopped at a clearing and one of them 
pushed Hiccup to the ground. He knew where this was going. One of the 
men ordered Hiccup to his knees. Hiccup definitely knew where this 
was going. As he scrambled to his knees, his hands scooped up some 
dirt. Hiccup's heart pounded. He wasn't going to die like this, in 
the middle of the forest, put down like some sort of animal. He was 
not going to die. No, today was not that day. He heard a swish as a 
sword as unsheathed. Hiccup calmed himself. Today was not his day. He 
quickly spun around and tossed the dirt into the eyes of the men, 
stunning them. Hiccup scrambled up to his feet and side kicked the 
man with the sword in the gut, knocking the wind out of his lungs and 
making him stumble backwards. Hiccup knocked him out with a high kick 
to the face. The other man recovered quickly and had his sword out in 
no time, and attacked Hiccup, slashing at him. Hiccup dodged every 
slash, a few getting very close to cutting him. A slash came at him 
from above, the blade coming down on his head. Hiccup deftly caught 
the blade between his palms. One of the tricks he had learnt in the 
Orient. He slid one hand down to the base of the blade and snapped 
the steel as if it was nothing. The man was left stunned; staring at 
was once his blade. Hiccup tossed away the broken blade and pummelled 
the man with his fists. He punched the man in the gut, bending him 
over. Hiccup gripped his head and kneed him in the face. He then 
snapped it, disconnect ing the brain from the rest of the body. It was 
a quick death. Now, Hiccup had to dispose of the other man. He walked 
over to his unconscious form. He took the man's dagger and jammed it 
into the man's eye. The man suddenly started to resist, screams 
escaping from his throat and his limbs started to flail, desperately 
trying to save himself. Hiccup gritted his teeth and pushed the 
dagger further in, effectively burying the thing in the man's head. 

To finish the job, he kicked the butt of the dagger, piercing into 



the brain and killing the man instantly. Hiccup stood up and said a 
little prayer for the man, "May your Gods forgive your sins." For all 
the men he had killed, he would always say a prayer for them and 
repeat that line, 'May your Gods forgive your sins.' It had become a 
grim and macabre tradition. He walked back to Berk after giving the 
other man his final rites. <p> 

He didn't need to dispose of the bodies properly, no one would find 
them for a while. 


13. There You Are! 

**Author's note: YAY ! NEW CHAPTER! I know it's been a little bit but 
I've been buried with work. Eirst week back and I'm already buried. 
Anyways, I should post about 4 chapters each weekend so that should 
make up for me not posting during weekdays. Anways, enjoy this next 
part in the epic (or not so epic) saga. ** 


* * 


* 


><p>Astrid wanted to be alone. Why was she soa€ 1 upset about the 
fight? Why was she so surprised that Hiccup was a killer? Wait no; 
she didn't know if he was a killer. But the way he fought, the way he 
killed that man. Everyone heard what Hiccup and the man had said. 
Brother. Hiccup had just killed his own brother! Sure, they were 
Vikings but that was cold for just about anyone. She was sitting 
right next to her favorite tree. It had so many pockmarks and slashes 
from her axe. Sometimes, she would train here for hours, attacking 
the tree over and over again, throwing her axe at it, hacking at it, 
all sorts of things. She took a deep breath. She was back on Berk 
again that was for sure. The air in Hiccup's Airship and the air down 
here were so different. Up there, it seemed so pure, so devoid of 
smells and flavor while here, the smell of pine and dirt and men who 
haven't washed for a month filled the air. She had to say, she had 
missed the smell of Berk in Hiccup's Airship. <p> 

Hiccup made his way to Astrid's house. He had asked around for the 
directions and had gotten a few dirty looks from them. Everybody 
knows everybody in such a small community and the locals weren't too 
keen on having him visit Astrid. Something about him just killing a 
man a few hours ago, in the square, for everyone to see. But he 
managed to find it. Hiccup's confidence about no one being able to 
find the bodies for a while and tying it back to him had wavered a 
bit and he needed to create some sort of story that was at least a 
bit believable. He had been with Astrid the whole time. He stepped up 
to the heavy wooden door and rapped his knuckles on it. It took a few 
moments for the door to swing open but when it did, he was greeted by 
an elephant of a man. _Is this Astrid's dad? Damn, _Hiccup thought, 
"What'd you want?" The man said, his voice deep and loud. 

"Urn, I'm looking for Astrid." 

"What'd you want with 'er? Wait, are you that Snotlout boy?" _Is he 
drunk? Yeah, I think he's drunk_, "Well, if you're looking for 
Astrid, she's at her favorite tree. Somewhere over yonder." He 
pointed at the forest. 

"Thank you." Hiccup walked away as fast as he could. _Is that 
seriously Astrid's dad? She's soa€ 1 Tiny compared to him. I wonder 



what her mother's like. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>He found Astrid with no trouble and even though he wasn't even 
remotely trying to be sneaky, Astrid still didn't notice him walk up 
behind her. She was sitting against a tree pockmarked with holes and 
slash marks. <em>If she could do this much damage to a tree, I wonder 
how much damage she'll do to a person, <em>Hiccup thought as he 
approached her. She was staring straight ahead, not even noticing 
Hiccup behind her. Hiccup decided to back off just a little bit in 
fear of what she might do when startled. He cleared his throat. 

Astrid gave a small shriek of surprise and spun to face him, leaping 
to her feet in the process. She quickly recognized Hiccup's face, 
thankfully before her hand had reached for her axe, "Uma€ 1 Hi." She 
said awkwardly. How did he find her? 

"Hi." He gave a small smile, "Did I startle you ora€ 1 " 

'What? Startle me? No, you, I mean, I don't get startled thata€ 1 
easy." She tripped over her own words, "How did you find me? Wait, 
why are you even here?" 

"I just wanteda€ 1 To see you, you looked kinda off after thea€ 1 Uha€ 1 
Fight . " 

"Oh right, yeah, it was nothing. I just had something in my eye is 
all . " 

"Uh huh. Well," Hiccup clapped his hands together, "I hope you're 
better now. Anyways, I think we need to talk." 

"About what? You killing a man or your name being 'Atlas Wolfblood'?" 
Sarcasm seemed to drip from her words, as if they bathed in it. 

"I think both. Uma€ 1 We should sit." He gestured toward the base of 
the tree and Astrid nodded. Hiccup sat down, back against the tree 
and Astrid sat next to him, eyes locked on his face. 

"Hiccup, why did you kill your own brother?" Hiccup wasn't looking at 
Astrid' s face but he could detect something in her voice. What was 
it? He couldn't really pinpoint it. 

"He's not my brother." 

"Then why ' d you say it? Everyone heard you say brother and he say it 
back. So what? Was he your older brother? Was he going to receive a 
big inheritance and you killed him to get it?" Her voice rose just a 
little bit and Hiccup could hear something else in her voice. Was it 
rage? No, why would it be rage? 

"No, it's nothing like thata€ 1 " 

"How can I trust you?" I don't even know what your real name is, I 
don't know anything about your past and I don't know who you are." 
Astrid stood up. _Yeah, there's some rage in that voice, _Hiccup 
thought to him. 


"Astrid, sit down." Hiccup said as calmly as he could. 



"No, I'm not sitting back down until you tell me 
everything . " 

"Everything? " 

"Yes . " 

"Well then, sit down, we're going to be here for a while." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Next chapter, we learn more about Hiccup's past! 
Yippee-ki-yay motherf *ckers ! Anyways, please review, they always 
help. They're really, really helpful, can't stress that enough. But, 
other than that, THANKS ! <strong> 


14. Hiccup Horrendous Haddock The Third 

'My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the third. I was born on a 
small island; I keep forgetting the name, uma€ 1 Well, I've forgotten. 
Anyways, my father died when I was young. My mother took care of me 
until I was about 6. Then the village blacksmith took me in, trained 
me, taught me and raised me. My mother still took care of me but I 
mainly spent most of the time at the blacksmith. The blacksmith's 
name was Jarek. 

Jarek was not just a blacksmith but he was good in other things too. 
Mathematics, philosophy, combat. He wasn't native and he didn't say 
much about his past, mostly that he wandered around from place to 
place until he got to my island where he settled down. He was also an 
inventor. One day, I see him with this ball and it is just floating 
around. I almost fainted. I ask him what that is and he says it's a 
balloon and it could fly. I think that was when I got interested in 
flying and inventing. So, I become an inventor, like Jarek, and he 
and I work with each other for a while. It was a good arrangement, he 
would teach me new things, I would help out and every now and then, I 
get to do my own experiment or build my own thing, under his 
supervision of course. For 6 years, I was with Jarek, then the island 
was raided. Everything was burnt down, destroyed and looted. ' 

Hiccup's eyes watered. Was he going to cry? No, no, he was going to 
finish the story. No more mentions of mother, that was just going to 
make it worse. He swallowed hard, 'And Jarek is taken with the 
invaders when they left. This was when I started working on the 
NightFury. I finished it in two years, working non-stop and I fly out 
to try to find him. 

For about a year, I was just flying around, hoping to hear something 
about him and in that time, I just started tinkering around in the 
inventor's room, selling off a few things here and there for some 
money. Anyways, one day, I think during winter, I was in a desert, 
far away from Jerusalem. ' Did Astrid know what Jerusalem was? I think 
she does, if she didn't, she would've asked, 'And I stop by this 
small village for some water. Then, the second I set foot on the 
ground, I'm abducted and taken this cavern. The cavern is huge and 
inside, there are buildings! Like a small city underneath the ground. 
There, they introduced themselves. They were called the League of 
Shadows. They were a secret organization that battled the forces of 
evil. They heard about me and my inventions and they wanted me to 
work for them and in return, they would train me, feed me, house me 



and provide me materials and equipment for my experiments. So I 
worked for them. For about a year and a half, I was with the League, 
training, learning new things. All the while, keeping an ear open for 
whispers of Jarek. 

One day, I think in summer, I hear a rumor of a man named Jarek held 
captive in the Orient from ana€ 1 'Associate'. So I head there. I take 
a look around and turns out, he's dead, they tortured him until he 
couldn't take it any more and died.' Hiccup choked on those last 
words. Astrid looked at him and was about to say something when 
Hiccup waved her off, as if he knew what she was about to say, "It's 

fine Astrid, I'm okay with telling this, just, give me a 

moment . " 

'He had died and what happened next wasn't exactly one of my best 
moments. I tracked the men who had done this to Jarek. They were a 
group of bandits and a big group of them at that, about 200. When I 
found them Ia€l Killed them all. And it wasn't fast or clean. I kept 
some of them locked in a pit to suffer.' Astrid looked into Hiccup's 
eyes and saw something she hadn't seen before. Was it remorse? She 
felt fear in her heart. This man was a killer and he didn't seem to 

cut up about discussing his deeds, 'The others, some I drowned, 

others I just plain killed them and, one of my least favorites, 
stringing them up by their balls and hanging them off the side of 
their family's houses. But, I was angry and rage was what compelled 
me, it was like a hidden beast within me. Killing them all took about 
a month, I worked fast. And once they were all dead, I decided to 
stick around a bit, learn new things, try new things and discover new 
things. I got a lot of design ideas while I was in the Orient. 

I spent about 8 months there total then I returned back to the 
League. I spent another year there. And that was when I met James 
McConnery, the man I killed a few hours ago, you saw the fight. At 
first, he was a good man. He was my partner; we worked together, 
fought together, got drunk together and shared the same room. We were 
like brothers. Well, we're all considered brothers in the League but 
this felt like it was something more than just a title. Then, he 
betrayed us. You've heard of the Crusades right?' Astrid nodded, 

'Well, you see, he sold out the League to the Knights and they were 
sent in to kill us all. I barely escaped with my life, everyone 
elseaCl died. So, I get back in the Airship and become something of a 
hermit, travelling around, never really committing to one place. 

Then, I hear of someone offering a contract for new inventions or the 
like. Back then; I was strapped on funds so I did whatever jobs came 
my way to get some extra gold. Naturally, I met with the person and 
turns out; the Church wants my designs to wage war. It turned ugly 
and that was when I made my first big enemy. And to think, I was only 
just 19 when that happened. 

I kept travelling along for about a year then I came here. And that's 
about it so far.' Hiccup concluded. He looked at Astrid, who had 
never once taken her eyes off of Hiccup's face, "So?" Astrid was just 
frozen there. Then, without warning, she launched forward and planted 
her lips onto his. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>YAY ! Finally, we know more about Hiccup but there's still 
more to come! Also, League of Shadows, I know, it's a Batman thing 
but come on. The League of Shadows is still a pretty kick-ass name 



right? Anyways, review! <strong> 


**PS If you think this chapter kind of sucked and needs a little 
improving on some parts, leave suggestions in the reviews on how I 
could clear a few things up and make things a little easier to 
comprehend. Also, if you notice any glaring issues, please tell 
me ! ** 


15. Where Are We? 

**Author's note: I know I know, it's been a week since my last update 
but fear not! I will update some more (maybe. I will definitely 
upload at least 2 chapters a week, little slow, I know) . Please 
review and tell me, did this chapter suck? Did it need more work, you 
know, review stuff. Thank you all for reading. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup was shocked. Where did this come from? He finishes his 
life story and this happens. Not exactly what he had expected, not 
that he was complaining. They slowly separated and Hiccup swallowed. 
<em>Oh shit, what now? What do I do? <em>Astrid looked into his eyes 
and had an expression ofa€ 1 What's the word? Glee? Euphoria? What is 
that word? He blinked and Astrid launched herself at him again, lips 
on his once more. It was exhilarating, that Hiccup had to admit but 
inside, he felta€ 1 Guilt. Why did he feel guilt? Now, Astrid had 
somehow managed to position her self in his lap. Hiccup felt this and 
broke the kiss, pushing Astrid away. The expression on her face was 
one of sheer confusion. Hiccup grabbed her by the side and lift her 
off of his lap. It took a lot of self-control for him not to fuck her 
right then and there. He wanted to so badly but no, he had to have 
control himself. He set her down next to him and she didn't say 
anything. She then punched him in the arm, "Ow! What was that 
for?" 

"What else? Why don't you want this Hiccup?" 

"Umma€ 1 " Good question actually, he really didn't think of why. He 
just couldn't, "I don't know." He rubbed the back of his head. _Well, 
this is awkward, _he thought, "Do youa€ 1 Like, really want 
this ? " 

"Yes." She said plainly. 

"Okay." He stretched the word. _SHIT! WHAT DO I DO? FUCK ME! WHAT DO 
I DO! _"Buta€ 1 " _Oh fuck, this is why you should spend a little less 
time in the Airship and with real people. WHAT! Spend less time in 
the Airship? Are you kidding me? The Airship is my life's work! Well, 
if you spent less time in the ship, this situation would've sorted 
itself out and you would be getting awesome sex. Damn, what's wrong 
with me? _Hiccup was fighting a mental war, "I just can't." He stood 
up and strode off in some random direction. Astrid sat there for a 
few more moments in shock then chased after him, calling out his 
name . 

Hiccup just kept walking, his strides long. He ignored Astrid. He 
shook his head. He was heading back to the Airship. He was leaving 
now. He quickened his pace when he could hear twigs snapping behind 
him. He turned his head and saw Astrid barreling at him. He snapped 



back around and ran as fast as he could. He bounded across the ground 
in great long strides, neatly dodging trees and boulders. Even with 
his missing limb, he was fast. 

Astrid tried her best to keep up but damn! He was fast, especially 
for a cripple. 

Wind blew through Hiccup's hair. Despite all circumstances , he had 
missed running like this, the slight burn in his legs, the sense of 
energy he had in his muscles and the wind in his hair. He smiled 
slightly. For a second he forgot about Astrid, about everything but 
that second passed by quickly. He dodged a tree and took a look 
behind him, to see if Astrid was still chasing him. She was and he 
turned his head back around. He had only a second to register a 
fallen tree trunk in front of him. He managed to jump over the trunk 
but his prosthetic caught on a vine and he flipped through the air, 
driven by momentum. He hit the ground on the prosthetic, pain tearing 
through his leg and he hit the dirt hard. He groaned, the pain in his 
legs was a burning fire and it just got worse. He flipped himself 
over onto his back and could only barely register Astrid' s face 
hovering above his, a look of worry on her face. Hiccup tried to get 
up but the pain in his legs flared, making him grunt. Astrid rested 
her hands on his chest and gently pushed him back down onto the dirt, 
"Hiccup? Whaa€ 1 What do I do?" Hiccup heard her say. His mind kicked 
into overdrive, assessing the visible damage, no scratches, no bloody 
pool and no bones sticking out of the skin, good. He reached for his 
legs but an unbearable pain rocketed to his head when he tried to. He 
grit his teeth, "Astrid, take off leg." He pointed at his prosthetic. 
She nodded slowly. 

Astrid was in a sticky situation. She was very hesitant to remove 
Hiccup's leg. What would it look like underneath? His leg must've 
been gone for a long time so it should be all healed but what about 
just now? Would that fall open old wounds? She nodded hesitantly. She 
pulled up his pants leg to reveal the prosthetic limb. She didn't 
dare go any further, not just yet. The metal leg was beautiful, 
carved with exquisite designs. The metal was jet black and sleek and 
smooth. Her eyes moved up the limb and met with the leather straps. 
She gulped and looked into his eyes. He looked impatient, "Go ahead, 
and be quick about it!" She undid the straps and took off the leg. 

She gasped. His stump was so scarred; it was if someone had drunkenly 
chopped it off. The scars crisscrossed and intersected. They had 
healed pretty well but the sheer number of all the scars shocked her, 
"Well? What does it look like?" Hiccup asked, his eyes starring up 
into the sky. 

"Nothing too bad." 

"Good." Hiccup tried to get up but he was stopped by pain once again. 
He took off his tunic and looked at his chest. 

Astrid couldn't help but stare at his bare chest. His chest was made 
of pure muscle. They weren't exactly bulging out of his skin but they 
were there and they showed. She wanted to just reach and touch his 
chest but she restrained herself. Then she saw a piece of wood in his 
stomach, he wasn't bleeding though. He grunted and pulled the wood 
out of his stomach. He sneered and pulled himself up, grunting. He 
looked around and said, "Where are we?" Astrid just laughed. 



16. Night Terrors 


**Author's note: I AM SO SORRY! I just had to take a trip to visit my 
family but! No excuses am I right? I'll try my upmost to keep 
uploading but worry not! I never abandon something I've started, 
especially this because a lot of people have read this (I hope) . Once 
more, I'm sorry.** 

**PS** _Italics_=dream 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid had set up a makeshift camp, simply because she didn't 
want to go back to the village. Hiccup had bandaged his own wound and 
was resting against the base of a tree. There was a fire burning and 
cast a brilliant orange light. His eyes were closed, he was asleep 
but not soundly, every minute or so, he would shift and groan. Astrid 
tended the fire and couldn't help but stare at Hiccup's face. His 
face looked soa€ 1 Amazing, even more so when lit up by the flames. 

She tossed another log into the fire and sparks flew. Hiccup began to 
toss and turn and he grumbled something incoherent. Unbehest to 
Astird, Hiccup was having a nightmare, one of the worst he's had for 
a long while. <p> 

_Hiccup looked at the destruction around him. Bodies littered the 
ground and blood coated the floor, making it slick. He looked at the 
bodies, examining the faces, seeing if he could recognize any of 
them. He did. He recognized all of them and none of them was a 
stranger to him. They were his brothers. They had trained together, 
fought together, bled together and lived together. But Hiccup noticed 
one thing, as his eyes swept over the bodies. There was a face 
missing from all these bodies. A sick and maniacal laugh boomed from 
the air. Hiccup's head snapped up and across the room a man stood. 
Hiccup squinted and a face suddenly appeared on the man. Hiccup 
sneered and called out across the room, "YOU! THIS IS YOUR FAULT!" 
Hiccup wanted to cry, his friends, his brothers were all dead. 


_"No Hiccup." The man responded, "It was yours. You got careless and 
you fell in love with an outsider and she led them to the League. IT 
IS YOU!" A finger pointed, "THAT BROUGHT OUR DESTRUCTION! And now, it 
is time for your redemption." The bodies began to move and twitch. 
Then, a few limbs began to reach and extend. Now, heads started to 
turn. The dead were rising. Hiccup suddenly felt the hilt of a sword 
in his hands. He looked down and found his favorite scimitar, the 
scimitar he had used on every mission he was assigned to. His head 
snapped up as he heard a moan. The dead had risen, their wounds still 
visible. Their dead eyes glowed a bright blue and they began a slow 
march towards Hiccup. Hiccup started to back up. He didn't want to 
hurt them. They area€ 1 They were his brothers. Hiccup looked at the 
sword then at the horde of the walking dead that slowly approached. 
Hiccup readied himself, "My brothers, I am sorry." He muttered. He 
spoke a short prayer and raised his sword. He cut down each ghoul as 
they got close but despite how many limbs he chopped off and how many 
heads he took off, they kept coming. They would merely put themselves 
back together and walk again. Hiccup felt panic rise in his heart but 
he didn't stop. He hacked and slashed and cut and stabbed but the 
horde kept coming. Slowly, bodies piled up around him and he began to 
suffocate underneath the bodies of his brothers. Above he could hear 
that booming voice, "YOU DID THIS! YOU DID THIS! HICCUP! HICCUP! 



HICCUP ! " 


In reality. Hiccup thrashed and his limbs flailed, screams erupting 
from his mouth. Astrid didn't know what to do. What was wrong with 
him? She tried to calm him and shush him but he wasn't stopping. 
Without warning. Hiccup's eyes opened and his hands found themselves 
on Astrid' s neck, his fingers wrapping around it. He was choking her. 
It took him a moment to realize he was in reality and he quickly 
released her. She took a deep gulp of air. Hiccup looked around him 
and he quickly got up and walked away. Astrid was left there 
speechless. She quickly extinguished the fire and chased after 
him . 

Hiccup was leaving for real this time. He had wasted too much time on 
this island and with this girl. He knew not to get involved, 
especially after what happened last time. He sneered and headed 
towards the cove. He was leaving and he was never coming back. He 
would simply fly away and stay in the air forever. He would never 
spend more than a day on land. He belonged in the air. He could hear 
Astrid chasing after him. Hiccup ignored it. He needed to leave 
now . 

Astrid could see him and she called out his name. He didn't even 
react. She sped up and once she was behind him she grabbed him by his 
shoulder. In the blink of an eye, she was suddenly on her back with 
Hiccup's metal foot on her stomach. She looked into his eyes and 
something appeared in his eyes for only a second. He looked into her 
eyes and said, "Leave me alone. Forget me and go homea€ 1 Girl." The 
way he said girla€ 1 The pressure on Astrid' s stomach disappeared, as 
well as Hiccup. Astrid stood up, brushing herself off and looked 
around. Hiccup was nowhere to be seen. She started running off in one 
direction, heading towards the cove. 

Hiccup attached the hook to himself and pulled twice. He started to 
rise. Up. Into the sky. 

Astrid skidded to a stop at the edge of the cove and she could see 
Hiccup rising. She called out his name. For some reason, tears 
flooded her eyes. She called out again but he ignored her. 

Hiccup took one last look at Astrid, his eyes softening for a moment 
but he quickly hardened up again. He wasn't going to have that happen 
to him. Not again. Love only meant pain. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>ZOMBIES ! Sorry, I just wanted to put in some hint of 
Zombies in one of my stories. I've been playing a lot of Black Ops 2 
Zombies and I just got the Apocalypse Map pack and I've spent hours 
playing on the Origins map and it is fucking AWESOME! Sorry, I love 
videogames, I obsess. WOW! That was a long ramble. Sorry. So, please 
review and be honest with your criticism, it helps me improve. Thanks 
for reading<strong> 


17. Beast 

**Author's note: Ladies and gentlemen, I am so fucking sorry (excuse 
the language), I really am. I'm a little bogged down with work but I 
stayed up and I got this chapter out for you, the readers. Thank you 



so much for reader and I cannot express how happy I am that I am 
actually getting readers! HOLY SHIT (Sorry for the language again) . 
I'm serious though, you have all helped so much and I want to thank 
you. So, enjoy and give me a review. Thank you. ** 
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><p>Wind. The wind and the rain and the howling of the heavens as the 
storm raged on. That was all Hiccup could hear. He was standing on 
the front deck and he was using the back-up steering wheel that was 
mounted on the deck. He was dressed in full armor with the mask on as 
well. His leather-gloved hands gripped the wheel tightly. The rain 
lashed him like a cruel master would his slave. Hiccup sneered 
underneath the mask. He had only left an hour ago and it seemed the 
Gods were punishing him for it. In all fairness, he did almost 
strangle that Astrid girl to death. He had an iron grip that would 
put a giant to shame. He spun the wheel to the left and the NightFury 
lumbered to the right. The winds were making the NightFury 
exceptionally difficult to maneuver, even if this ship was just a 
regular ship. Hiccup merely continued on, increasing the power from 
25% to 75%. In an instant, he could feel the change. The vibrations 
in the metal hull changed from a very faint rumble to a much more 
noticeable shake. He could hear the engines roar to life as he 
cranked it from 75 to 100. He looked back to the see the engine 
exhaust ports roar with fire. The ship sped up considerably but so 
did the ferocity of the rain and wind. Each drop was like an icy 
little stab and the wind certainly didn't help but this was what made 
him feel alive! This was what reminded him that he was real and alive 
and living! A smile tugged at his mouth and he looked up, gazing into 
the air. Time seemed to stop and all the droplets of water froze. For 
a moment, everything was peaceful. Then a flash of lightning and a 
roar of thunder broke the trance and Hiccup was thrown back into the 
chaos of the storm. He knew where he was going. He was going to let 
off some steam. <p> 
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><p>He arrived at his destination only an hour later. He stopped the 
airship and hopped down into the cabin, stripping himself of his 
armor and weapons. He changed into a light tunic and some rough 
breeches. He was going to be moving a lot. He made sure everything he 
didn't require was not on him and anything of value was still on the 
airship. Once he finished his checks he attached the hook to himself 
and dropped down from the clouds. <p> 

Hiccup stumbled into town and took a deep breath. The place still 
smelt like pig shit. Here he was in old Aurorae, the town full of 
whores and scammers and sluts and bandits. He smiled and sauntered 
off towards the largest building. The brawler's pit. As he walked, he 
could hear the whores call out at him, "Oh look! It's the almighty 
fucking Hiccup! Hey baby, would you like a good fuck?" And he ignored 
them. His definition of 'blowing off some steam' clearly did not 
match that of the residents of Aurorae. _What a shame, _Hiccup 
thought to himself, _such a fine name like _Aurorae _would be wasted 
on a town like this. _He strolled up to the building and opened the 
doors . 

What was revealed to him was a big square room, packed with people. 
There were oil lights that shone into a large pit in the middle of 
the room. The top of the pit was covered a mesh of thick rope to stop 



someone falling in during a match, if one could call it a match. 

There was a bar somewhere in here and there was a small little room 
where the fighters would be led into the pit. Hiccup walked over to 
the bar first. As he moved through the throng of people, he could 
hear people chat . 

_Oh I heard that Mr. Franketti was fucking Vicky. _ 

_I bet that two fucking swords that the Ore will win!_ 

_You've got to be fucking kidding me!_ 

_Fuck you man, here's your fucking money. _ 

_Damn, did you see that shit?_ 

Hiccup paid no attention to it, it wasn't important to him. As he 
reached the bar, the barkeep noticed him immediately, "Hey people! 
Make a hole! This is the legendarya€ 1 Beast!" The barkeep ' s voice 
seemed more suited for an announcer than a barkeep. His voice was 
deep and loud and seemed to reverberate in people's ears. Everyone 
suddenly backed up from Hiccup. The Beast was here. Hiccup smiled and 
called out to the barkeep, "Hey Johnson! Gimme some mead!" 

"Sure thinga€ 1 Beast." Johnson smiled and reached down under the 
counter and pulled out a tankard and he filled it up from a barrel 
behind him. Johnson handed it to Hiccup who downed it all in one long 
drink, "So, you fighting today?" Johnson asked over the sounds of the 
crowd . 

"I don't know. Has the fight started yet?" Hiccup said, putting the 
tankard onto the counter. He wiped his mouth with the back of his 
hand . 

"Nope. You're just in time if you want to spectate 
though . " 

"Johnsona€l When have I ever spectated?" 

"Right you are sir!" Johnson laughed, "Well, you can still sign up 
and if you doa€ 1 Show them who's the real Beast in this shithole." 
Johnson gave Hiccup a smile and Hiccup smiled back. Hiccup reached 
into his pocket to get some coin but Johnson refused, "No, no, no, 
it's okay sir. It's on the house." 

"Thank you Johnson. It's been a while." 

"Yes it has sir, yes it has." Hiccup gave Johnson a little wave 
good-bye and walked off. It had indeed been a while since Hiccup had 
been here. A year by his guess. He headed for the small 
room . 

Outside the door to the smaller room was a beefy looking man with 
fiery red hair. As soon as the man saw Hiccup he immediately stepped 
aside and even opened the door for Hiccup. Hiccup thanked him and 
walked in. 

Inside, there were a row of chairs along the wall and there was a 
ramp that led down to the pit. There were currently only one person 
sitting on a chair and there was one man who was pacing about the 



room. Hiccup cleared his throat and the man who was pacing looked 
him. The man seemed shocked then quickly spoke up, "Look who it is! 
It's the fucking Beast! It's been a while man! You fighting?" 

"I don't know? Can I?" Hiccup rolled his neck and he could hear the 
vertebrae crack. 

"Of course you fucking can!" The man stepped forward and gave Hiccup 
a warm-hearted hug, "It's been a while Atlas!" Hiccup had used his 
Atlas alias with quite a few people. 

"Thank you Jack. When does the fight start?" 

"Right now! You'll be going up against our champ. We call him the 
Rock . " 

"Ah, you've gotten a new champ. I'm surprised someone had the balls 
to stand up . " 

"Yes and so are we. This guy already a fucking legend." 

"Yes well, all rocks are broken eventuallyaC 1 " 

"And all beast are tamed." Jack added in, clapping his hands 
together . 

"Not fucking likely." Hiccup laughed and Jack laughed. Outside, they 
could hear a roar of cheers. Jack gestured Hiccup towards the ramp. 
Hiccup removed his shirt and wiped away at the powder on his skin 
that hid his tattoos with the shirt. He had quite a few on his arms 
and chest. He had tribal bands that wrapped around his biceps and 
there were Oriental characters on his stomach. He also had a dragon 
tattooed onto his good leg but he rarely showed it. He was now in 
character. He was now the Beast. He tossed his shirt at Jack, "Hold 
onto that." And Jack smiled and nodded. Hiccup walked past Jack and 
strode down the ramp. 

At the bottom of the ramp was a metal gate. Past it was the pit. 
Hiccup stood just in front of the gate and it slowly opened. As soon 
as it did, he walked in. Bright lights hit his eyes and cheers 
erupted from the crowd. The Beast had arrived. The Beast walked into 
the pit and looked at his enemy. His opponent was heavily muscled man 
and he must've been a full head taller than The Beast. This was the 
Rock. The gate shut and a loud booming voice began to speak, "In our 
first fight of the night, boy, have we a treat for you. The Rock!" A 
cheer, "Versus! THE BEAST!" An even louder cheer erupted and The 
Beast bowed and saluted the crowd. It had been a while since The 
Beast had shown up and now, here he was, "This is sure to be a real 
nail-biter! Eighters ! Ready! EIGHT!" And it was on. 

Hiccup sized up his opponent. He wanted this to be a slow fight. He 
wanted to show thisa€l Moron, that there was only one champion and 
that champion was him. That champion is and always will be The Beast. 
The Rock made the first move. He lumbered forward and threw a lazy 
but fast right hook. That would've caught most amateurs off guard but 
Hiccup was no fucking amateur. Hiccup merely jumped back and the hook 
missed him by a meter. The lumbering giant known as the Rock took a 
step forward and roared, "COME ON YOU LITTLE SHIT!" The Rock spat at 
Hiccup and the spit just barely hit Hiccup's shoe. A collective 
silence went over the crowd. Hiccup swaggered forward, taking two 



steps forward and tapped himself on the chest, "Come on then. The 
Beast is waiting." He said in his most calm voice. The Rock roared 
and charged forward. He threw punches all over the damn place, hoping 
that one would get lucky and hit Hiccup but Hiccup just dodged and 
weaved. He was surprised that his idiot was the champ. Perhaps he 
just defeated the competition by making them laugh themselves to 
submission. The Rock stopped and Hiccup stopped moving. Hiccup began 
to laugh, "The Beast is not impressed." Hiccup had always imagined 
his character as a man who spoke of himself in the third person, "The 
Beast wants a worthy opponent!" The Rock was furious and quickly 
leapt forward and sent his fist rocketing towards Hiccup's face. 
Hiccup merely brushed the punch away and connected his fist with the 
Rock's nose, breaking it. The Rock stumbled away, dazed. Hiccup 
chortle, "Did you really think you could defeat me? My fucking name 
is already undef eatable . The Beast is a much better name than the 
Rock." The Rock looked at Hiccup and charged him once more. Hiccup 
merely crouched down and kicked out the Rock's legs. Hiccup quickly 
rolled away before the Rock hit the ground. Hiccup clapped 
sarcast ically . The crowd was oddly silent. Hiccup turned and walked 
so that he only a meter away from the wall. He looked up at the 
crowd. He outstretched his arms and cried out with all his might, 

"ARE YOU NOT ENTERTAINED?" The crowd burst into revelry. Hiccup 
smiled and bowed. Behind Hiccup, the Rock got up and began a charge, 
saving the battle cry. Hiccup couldn't believe the sheer stupidity of 
the Rock. No one his nickname was the Rock. He certainly had the 
intelligence of one. Hiccup sidestepped and the Rock hurtled head 
first into the wall and knocked himself out. The crowd burst into the 
cheer . 

The Beast is back, baby. The Beast is fucking back. 
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><pXstrong>So, was this chapter good? Was it bad? How can I improve 
it? Please help me with a review, it should only take a minute or two 
out of your great day. Also, has anyone heard Beast by Nice Vega? 

It's a really good rock song and the acoustic is amazing as well, I 
do not lie. Anyways, thanks for reading and goodbye, my beautiful 
readers . <strong> 


18. Ely! 

**Author's Note: I'm so sorry about not updating but here it is! 
Chapter 18, relative short though. Sorry, ** 
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><p>Hiccup had decimated the competition; it was just too easy. The 
second the crowd heard The Beast spoken, men just seemed to sign up 
over and over again. Hiccup couldn't hear anybody outside the pit 
betting because they all knew that he would win. They all knew that 
The Beast would win. He had been in the pit for a couple hours and he 

was barely sweating. It was all too fucking easy. Hiccup gave a 

little bow to the crowd as the last competitor walked away. He 
punched the air as the announcer called out, "THE BEAST WINS AGAIN! 
THIS NEXT EIGHT WILL BE THE LAST OE THE NIGHT! BET UP OR DRINK UP!" 

Hiccup was grinning. This next match should be easy. The gate rose 

and the next contestant walked into the light. The man who entered 
was thin and scraggly; his clothes were loose and baggy. His teeth 



were a dull yellow. Hiccup could only imagine what his breath smelled 
like. The announcer's voiced boomed, "And here we havea€ 1 " A paused, 
"John Branston from our own little town of Aurorae." John walked into 
the ring and into the light. The bell rang and the round 
began . <p> 

Hiccup wasn't even trying to pay attention. His victories made him 
careless and he was caught off guard by John's first attack. John 
lunged at Hiccup and tackled him, putting Hiccup on the ground. The 
crowd gasped. This was unexpected. The Beast hadn't taken a hit ever, 
this night or any. John jumped up and brought his foot down on 
Hiccup's stomach, knocking the wind out of him. John wasn't letting 
up; he backed off a bit and kicked Hiccup in the side. The crowd was 

silent. The Beast was taken down, by this little wimp? 

Hiccup could take a beating but he didn't expect the man to be 

wearing iron-capped boots. John's kick into Hiccup's side shocked 
Hiccup as much as it shocked the crowd. Hiccup looked at John, who 
was preparing for another kick to his side. This time. Hiccup 
expected it and rolled out of the way, jumping to his feet. The crowd 
let a sigh of relief. The Beast was back up. Hiccup took two steps 
forward, closing the gap between him and John and knocked him flat 
onto his back with a single punch. The crowd cheered. Another victory 
for The Beast. But John didn't back out. He picked himself up and 
faced Hiccup. He dropped into a low stance and Hiccup mirrored him. 
They circled around each other, like vultures over a carcass. John 
said something, loud enough for Hiccup to hear but soft enough for 
the crowd to not, "The Mighty Beast! You put up quite a fight with 
James! But we found 'er you know." 

"What are you talking about?" Hiccup responded, keeping his voice low 
like John. Something was very wrong here. Who was 'her'? And how did 
he know about James? 

"Your little Viking 'ore." John spat, "You know, the blonde girl with 
the nice t it s . " 

"I have no idea who you're talking about." They were still circling 
and the crowd was partially wondering why The Beast was taking so 
long in destroying this little cur. 

"Don't play smart with me! The boys are already on their way there 
and when they get therea€ 1 Oomph! They're going to have a good time! 
Can't say the same for your lady friend thoughaC 1 " Hiccup charged. 

The air filled with his battle cry. He rammed his shoulder into 
John's chest, breaking a rib. Hiccup pushed him up against a wall and 
pressed his arm against John's neck, "Who?" He growled. 

"Who'd you think?" John smiled and turned his neck to reveal a 
tattooed cross. Hiccup sneered and started to beat John with his free 
hand. His fist bashed and smashed against John's face, turning it 
into a bloody pulp. John was still alive though. Hiccup pulled back 
his free hand and drove two fingers into John's neck, tearing the 
skin and ripping into the windpipe, blood already began to seep. John 
would die within the next hour. Hiccup backed off and told gestured 
for them to open the gate. He ran out of the pit and building as fast 
as he could, pushing his way through the crowd. He exited, got his 
bearings and full on sprinted towards his Airship. 



><p>Back on Berk, Astrid was back at her house. She lay on her bed, 
hands beneath her head. The cool night air blew in through the 
window. Her mother was out somewhere, perhaps taking refuge in her 
friend's house from her husband's drunken ass. Astrid' s father always 
had a tendency to get a little violent when he was drunk off his 
rocker. But as far as she could tell, her father was passed out in 
his room. She hadn't changed out of her clothes yet but she didn't 
have any intention to sleep. She was waiting for Hiccup. If she 
anything about Hiccup, how ever little it may be, it was that he was 
a little eccentric but he would come back. Her ears were listening 
for a knock on the door.<p> 
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><p>Hiccup pushed his beautiful Airship to the max. The power was on 
100 and he was in the engine room, shoveling in more coal to get his 
baby going faster. He needed to get there before the Church did. 
Whatever they had in plan for Astrid, it wasn't pleasant. He kept 
shoveling, sweat pouring off his body. He dropped the shovel and 
rushed to the control room, careful to shut the engine door after 
him. He checked his maps and cursed. He was still about 30 minutes 
away. He didn't know what to do. He needed more speed. Then something 
clicked in his head. He had the perfect plan! He just needed to 
anchor the Airship somewhere . <p> 
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><p>Astrid was about to give up on Hiccup when she heard knocking at 
her door. She leapt up in glee but quickly composed herself. <em>Calm 
yourself Astrid, <em>she thought to herself. She walked out of her 
room, down the stairs and towards the door. She swung open the door 
but instead of Hiccup greeting her, 4 burly men filled her view. 
Instinct took over and she rushed to slam the door. The men had 
already thought of that and held the door open. One of them grabbed 
Astrid by the arm and hauled her out. The door was closed behind her. 
They tossed her onto the ground and they all had a little laugh. 
Astrid got to her feet but not fast enough for the men to form a 
circle around her. She gulped but remained calm as she could be 
despite the circumstances , "Why are you here? What do you want?" 

"We just need some information little lady." One of them spoke up, 
his voice was thick and heavy with an accent, "Have you seen a man by 
name of Hiccup? Or maybe he called himself Atlas?" 

"No, now let me go!" She tried to push her way through but she was 
shoved back onto the ground. 

"Maybe, we weren't as clear. We know you've been with this guy. We've 
seen you two together. Now we just to know where he went." 

"Look, I don't know! Now let me go." The circle grew smaller. 

"Well, if that's the way its gonna bea€ 1 Looks like we're going to 
have to beat it out of you." One of the men produced a baton. 

"Oh no, please, just let me go. I don't know anything! Please?" 

"Oh look boys, she's saying please. I dunno . Should we let her go?" 
The men broke into laughter, "Maybe we'll try a different approach. 



spare the rod, spoil the child." Astrid's arms were grabbed and she 
was held in place. A heavy hand clamped itself over her mouth and she 
could hear a belt buckle being undone. She started to panic and 
struggle. Without warning, a bright light flashed in the night sky, 
illuminating the town. If the people of Berk weren't aroused by the 
sounds of the men, the light certainly caught their attention. Astrid 
was released and pushed to the ground. She looked up to see and dark 
figure drop out of the air and attack the men. She caught a glimpse 
of a blade but by them, the men were all lying dead with blood 
already forming a pool. Astrid lost sight of the dark figure but was 
lifted up from behind. She turned her head and saw the dark figure 
carrying her. What the figure was wearing was completely weird and 
new. It was hard but smooth, almost obsidian like. In the end though, 
what really caught her attention was the figure's mask, it was 
familiar. And with that, a loud explosive sound rocketed across the 
town and Astrid was lifted into the air. The figure cradled her body 
and she took a look down. Berk grew smaller and smaller with each 
moment. She was flying! 


19. Saviour! 

**Hello my dear readers, it is I ! I would like to thank everyone once 
again for reading my work. I appreciate so much and you have no idea 
how happy it makes me feel to know that people read what I write. 
Thank you, all of you. ** 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Astrid said absolutely nothing, she was too busy taking it all 
in. She was flying! And not just inside the Airship but actually 
flying! She looked down and the view was simply beautiful. Then the 
events of the past few minutes hit her. Why were those men after her? 
Oh Gods, if Hiccup didn't come when he did, what would've happened to 
her. All these thoughts hit her hard. Then panic set in. SHE WAS 
FLYING! She needed to go back. She looked at Hiccup's mask, ignoring 
the wind and shouted, "HICCUP! TAKE ME BACK!" The mask looked down 
and here and a gruff voice emanated from underneath the mask, "Not 
yet, we need to get to the Airship. You're in danger! "<p> 

"From what?" She was just confused. 

"Those men back there, they're from the Church. They're mainly after 
me but they've taken to any means to get me. They seem to think that 
you're close to me." He explained calmly, "If I leave you there, then 
they're just going to send more men. We need to go somewhere where 
they're never going to find us." 

"Us?" 


"If they get to you, then they're going to do unspeakable things to 
you. I can't let you suffer for my sins." A touch of sympathy leaked 
into Hiccup's voice, "I'm taking you somewhere safe." 

"Where is this place? Firstly, I am not staying in your Airship." She 
protested. She found the Airship a little cramped, that and the fact 
that there was only one bed made staying in the Airship for long 
periods of time unfeasible for her. 


"Ha!" He laughed 


"Don't worry, we'll only be in the Airship for a 



couple days . " 


"DAYS?" 

"Don't worry, I'm perfectly fine with sleeping in my chair. 

Unlessa€l" Underneath his mask. Hiccup smiled. 

"Nope! Nuh uh, you're sleeping in your chair." Astrid laughed. She 
found it funny that Hiccup just suggested them both sleeping in the 
same bed (a small bed at that's) . 

"Alright then. We'll be there soon." And Hiccup was right as the 
Airship lurched into view a few minutes later. 

Hiccup landed on the front deck and set Astrid down. He took off the 
heavy pack on his back that allowed him to fly. Astrid stared at the 
pack and pointed, "Where did you get that thing?" 

"This? I've had it for a while, I just never got around to testing 
it. I wasn't even sure if was going to work. Thank goodness that it 
did though." Hiccup laughed. Astrid wasn't as amused. She marched up 
to him and gave him a rough punch in the shoulder. 

"You were going to risk your life to use something that you didn't 
even know worked?" Her voice was deadly serious. 

"What? I've nearly died a hundred times before! Where do you think I 
got the scars from?" 

"What scars?" 

"You didn't see? I took off my shirt in front of you back in the 
woods and you didn't notice the scars?" He was dumbfounded, how could 
she not see them? "You know what, I'm getting off topic, let's get 
going . " 

"No, wait, I want to see those scars." For some reason, Astrid was 
just a wee bit turned on. 

"Is this really the time?" 

"Yes, now come on." Astrid dragged Hiccup along behind her. 

Hiccup sat on the bed and Astrid sat in front of him. He had stripped 
himself of all armor and flying equipment until he was only down to 
his tunic and trousers. Hiccup looked at her and asked, solemnly, "Do 
you really want to see this?" 

"Yeah. " 

"Okay then." He was a little hesitant but after a moment's pause, he 
took off his shirt. Astrid gasped. How could she have not seen these 
scars? They were all over his body. Little scars, big scars and all 
manner of scars in between. They riddled his body. She covered her 
open mouth with her hands. She was speechless for a few moments then 
she spoke, her voice soft and shaky, "How did you get all of 
these? " 

"Urn, some from accidents with my experiments, some from forging and 
the rest are from battle." Astrid also noticed the tattoos that she 



hadn't seen before. 


"What about the tattoos?" She pointed at them. 

"The tattoos? Ia€l Er, I got some while I was in the Orient and the 
bands are from The League." He was a little embarrassed, being 
shirtless here. He was showing her his past. 

"Where did this scar come from?" She reached out a little finger 
towards a long jagged mark on his belly. 

"That? Oh, urn, it was during a mission while I was with The League. A 
guy cut me from side to side. Thank the heavens that The League had 
great healers otherwise I would be dead." He gave a small sad 
smile . 

"What about this one?" She pointed at a very small wound on his 
chest . 

"Oh, those, there are a lot of those little scars. They're from an 
accident with some explosives. I tried to set it alight but I didn't 
exactly get far enough. A lot of shrapnel hit me." 

"Wait, with all these scars, who helped you seal them and stuff?" She 
was curious, there was so much to learn about Hiccup. 

"Well, when I was with The League, the healers did it for me but most 
of these scars are from when I wasn't with The League. I dug out any 
shrapnel myself, I stitched the wounds myself, and I sealed the 
wounds myself. I haven't had many companions with me so I'm forced to 
learn these things myself." Hiccup rested his hands on his legs and 
looked down. He could remember all the times that he had to do 
everything himself while he was in excruciating pain. He felt soft 
hands wrap around his and he looked up. Astrid looked into his eyes. 
They both stared into each other's eyes for a moment. Then Hiccup 
launched himself forward and planted his lips onto Astrid' s. 


2 0 . Last Night 

**Author's Note: The sex scene has been updated so that it's a 
little... Sexier. Hopefully. Like I said, I'm horrible at writing 
anything related to sex.** 
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><p>Hiccup stood at the wheel, gripping the wheel as if his life 
depended on it. He took a deep breath. It was already noon and he 
could remember what had happened last night. He grinned a wide smile. 
Astrid was still asleep in his bed.<p> 

_Hiccup planted his lips onto Astrid' s and for a second, they both 
were still. Then Astrid began to kiss back, beckoning his tongue into 
her mouth. Astrid began to take the lead. She grabbed him by the 
shoulders and pushed him onto the bed, laying him on his back. She 
straddled his waist and started to kiss him with a fury. His lips 
were soa€ 1 She was lost for words. She cupped her hands over his 
cheeks and their tongues intertwined in Hiccup's mouth. Hiccup's 
hands roamed across Astrid' s body, pausing at her wonderful breasts 
then coming to a final stop on her hips. Astrid started to grind 



against his groin, as she thought he needed any more stimulation. She 
could feel it through his trousers and her clothes and it only made 
it more exciting. _ 

Hiccup licked his lips. He was going to be approaching the island 
soon. He would need all his senses with him. Daydreaming wouldn't be 
helpful, especially around _his _island. 

_Astrid was glad that Hiccup's shirt was already off; it made things 
easier. She hesitantly tore her lips away from Hiccup's, a slight 
whimper escaping his lips. His expression turned from one of euphoria 
to dull confusion. _What did he do wrong?_ She smiled and she slowly 
removed her clothes, starting with her tunic. Slowly, agonisingly so 
it came off, freeing her breasts from their confines. They were 
larger than Hiccup had thought, not as big as some of the whores he 
had seen but they just seemed perfect. Astrid kept going, much to 
Hiccup enthusiasm. She removed her spiky, skirt (so that was what was 
poking him) and slowly removed the final piece of clothing that stood 
between Hiccup and Astrid. Hiccup smiled a gentle smile and they 
returned to their kissing, lips returning to lips and tongues 
intertwining. _ 

Hiccup shook his head and kept his eyes on the horizon. He could see 
the ominous cloud of fog that hid his island from the rest of the 
world. He swallowed hard. There were very few things that scared 
Hiccup and that cloud of fog was one of those things. 

_Hiccup flipped the both of them so that he was on top. He took off 
his trousers_ 

Hiccup exhaled. He started a steep ascent and the floor of the 
Airship titled about 40Es. He heard footsteps and took a look behind 
him. Astrid had just woken up and she was still completely naked. He 
tore his eyes away from her and back towards the cloud of fog that 
grew ever closer. Astrid sauntered on over towards Hiccup, despite 
his focus being turned away, "Oohhh Hiccup." She said seductively. 
Last night was amazing, despite that one little mishap. 

_Astrid's eyes widened at the size of Hiccup'sa€l Ahem, 'Little 
Hiccup'. Terror seized her, it was enormous, though she tried to 
contain her shock. Hiccup's ego certainly didn't need anymore 
pampering/ Hiccup could see something was wrong and asked, "What ' s 
wrong? 

_"Wella€l Erm, I'vea€l Never had sex before." Oh, you should've seen 
the shade her face turned. It wasn't bright red and it wasn't a cute 
light pink, it was more of a wonderful shade of 
vermilion ._ 

_"Really?" Hiccup was surprised but not overly so. He knew Viking 
customs. You don't have sex 'til your married. She seem pretty well 
educated though, or was it just natural talent? "Don't worry, we can 

sto . . . 

_"No, no, don't stop. I'm just a little scared. I've heard from some 
of the older ladies that it hurts a bit." The older ladies? Hiccup 
almost shuddered at the thought. Then he almost laughed after 
imagining the very sexually educated women talking to a very confused 
and embarrassed Astrid about men and sex and penises._ 



_"Okay, I'll go slow okay. You don't have to worry about a thing." 
Hiccup moved one hand reached down between her legs and she let out a 
small gasp of pleasure. He slowly rubbed up and down her slit, 
feeling the warmth of her body and the heat of the liquids that 
seemed to just flow out of her. He did this for a few moments before 
slipping in one finger. Oh, she certainly was a virgin. Hiccup felt 
his inhibitions begin to drop as he slipped in another finger, a gasp 
from Astrid. He allowed her to adjust to the second finger, then 
began to pump in and out, great moans escaping Astrid' s lips. He 
dipped his head to nip and lick Astrid' s breasts, her nipples hard 
and excited. Then he stopped. He tried to move away but Astrid 
stopped him, grabbing his arm, "What's the matter? 

_"Are you sure you want to do this? With me? Remember Astrid, you 
only do this once." Hiccup was fighting the urge to stop and ram into 
her with all his might but he stopped himself. Remain calm. Hiccup, 

"I don't want you to wake up tomorrow or a year from now or 20, full 
of regret. I have to ask, are you absolutely sure?" Part of him 
wanted her to say yes, while the part that cared for her said no. He 
didn't want this girl's first time to be with him. He was a man of 
violence, as she had clearly seen._ 

_"Yes, Hiccup, I want to do this. More importantly, I want to do this 
with you." Astrid gave him a reassuring smile, "You are a good 
person, I can feel it." Hiccup smiled back. Then prepared for the 
main act. He, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third was about to 
desecrate a virgin. Oh, but that first time, that first entrance was 
so amazing . . ._ 

Astrid stood right behind Hiccup, one arm wrapped around his waist 
and the other reaching for crotch. Hiccup let go of the wheel for a 
second and pushed her away, gently though, "Don't distract me." His 
voice was cold and unforgiving, very much different from his voice 
last night. 

"What's wrong Hiccup?" 

"You see that fog over there?" He said, his voice warming up a little 
bit . 

"Yeah. " 

"There's danger lurking everywhere in that fog. I need to 
concentrate . " 

"Wait, why are we even going through that fog? Why can't we go around 
it?" She asked. 

"Because our destination is in that fog." He said 
matter-of-fact ly . 

"Okay then." 

"Now please put some clothes on, the erection you're giving me is 
rather distracting." 

"Fine." She walked away. Hiccup turned his head for a second, just to 
make sure she was gone. Then he turned his attention back to the fog. 
In that very second, a flash of lighting raced across the sky and a 
clap of thunder boomed. There was a reason they called this part of 



the sea Dead Man's Wish. Any ship sailing through here would have a 
death wish. A sea ship that is but Hiccup's Airship still had its own 
challenges. For one, he had to deal with the floating mountains. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Float ing mountains eh? Yeah, I got that from Avatar. So, 

I would like to once again thank everyone who has read my stories. 
Please, leave a review because they really help me with my writing. I 
appreciate good feedback and they really help me.<strong> 

**Thanks again, you've all been a wonderful audience. ** 


2 1 . Fog 0 ' Death 

The fog set in and so did the fear. Hiccup was now using the wheel on 
the upper deck, completely decked out in flight gear. He shifted and 
he could feel the flask in his jacket move around. At times, a little 
sip from the flask would calm him down completely. Other times, he 
would need to finish the whole thing before his heart slowed down by 
just a tad. The fog was thick and hard to see through and that made 
Hiccup all the more frightened. He felt around the wheel and found 
this little button he had installed. He pressed it and a satisfying 
click hit Hiccup's ears. Suddenly, light cut through the fog and 
Hiccup's range of vision was increased from the edge of the deck to 
over 50 meters away. It was a small comfort but a small one was 
better than nothing. He was on the look out for the floating 
mountains that plagued these skies. Mountain was a strong word, if 
anything, it was more of a chunk of dirt and stone and gravel. He 
didn't know how these chunks (or mountains, whatever you want to call 
them) floated but he did know that they were dangerous. 

Inside the cabin, Astrid was looking at Hiccup's many sketches and 
she had to say, he certainly had a vivid imagination. An ironclad 
boat with swivelinga€l Cannons? What were those? She frowned and kept 
going through the numerous sketches, sifting through them without a 
second though. Although most of them consisted of his designs, she 
did see occasional drawing that didn't have to do with a machine. A 
bustling town filled with people, a man perched on the edge of a 
cliff with his hands outstretched, a setting sun and a somehow serene 
portrait of a man falling to the sea. His arms were reaching towards 
the sky. Then she found a sketch of a woman and a very beautiful 
woman at that. Her glossy, black hair flowed down her back; her eyes 
had a wonderful feline look to them, her green pupils staring back at 
Astrid. Her mouth was caught in a blissful smile. Astrid kept going 
through Hiccup's drawings and found more sketches of this same woman. 
1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15, 16, 17, 18, 19, 

20, 21, 22, 23 and 24. Astrid had found 24 drawings with this same 
woman. She raised an eyebrow, what was with Hiccup's obsession with 
this woman. She looked to be just 2 years older than her but so did 
Hiccup. On the last drawing, Astrid found a little bit of writing on 
the back, _'Love, Your Hiccup.' _She bit her lower lip, and examined 
the drawing on the other side more closely. The woman sat on a 
boulder, her body facing a setting sun with her face turned towards 
Astrid. She was wearing a beautiful dark blue dress, a dress that 
seemed to be on the verge of slipping off the woman's body. Her mouth 
was caught in a seductively smile. The sun cast wonderful tinges over 
the woman's body. Her hair seemed to be on fire. Who ever this woman 
was, she must be important to Hiccup. 



Hiccup took a deep breath, trying to steady his nerves. He had said 
it a million times before and he'll say it a million times again, he 
hated going through this fog. There was so much fear here. Somehow, 
he could hear screams coming from all directions. His eyes scanned 
the area around him, watching for the dark silhouettes of the 
floating slabs of rocks and dirt. He took a breath of deep air. He 
reached into his jacket and produced the flask. He unscrewed the cap, 
quickly and with nimble fingers and took a short swig. He secured the 
cap and pushed it back into his jacket pocket. He could still taste 
the alcohol on his tongue but it didn't bother him. He noticed 
something out of the corner of his eye and turned his head around to 
fully examine it. It was nothing. He hoped his eyes didn't lie to 
him. He would need them. For the next 5 minutes, he kept spotting 
dark spots of fog in the corner of his eye and he would always spin 
around to face them only to find that they were just phantasms of his 
mind. An overwhelming sense of dread dominated Hiccup's thoughts. 
Dread was even worse than fear. That ominous feeling in the pit of 
your stomach. Expecting to find something behind every corner. In the 
corner of his eye, he spotted a dark outline. His head turned swiftly 
and the outline came into view. It was one of the floating mountains. 
His hands let go of the wheel and reached for the lever that 
controlled the pitch of the airship. He slammed the lever forward, 
sending the airship into a steep dive. 

Inside the Airship, Astrid squeaked as the airship pitched forward. 
Notes began to fly and pencils rolled or flew off of Hiccup's desk. 
She was thrown into the bed. She managed to gain control and gripped 
onto the sides of the bed tightly. 

He looked up and was relieved to see that the very top of the balloon 
supporting the Airship had cleared the chunk of rock. He quickly 
pulled the Airship out of the dive and started to increase his 
altitude. He would try to fly above the fog. 

Astrid sighed heavily as the Airship leveled out. She lay back on the 
bed. Then, she felt something underneath Hiccup's pillow. She reached 
underneath it and her hands found a small sheaf of paper. She pulled 
it out from under the pillow and her eyes grew in size. It was the 
same woman but this time, she was nude. Astrid took her in. The 
roundness of her plump breasts. The pale color of her skin. The curve 
of her ass. The woman was drawn with a lover's touch. Her smile was 
devilish and seductive. She was drawn as if she was walking towards 
the viewer, sauntering was a better word. There was some writing on 
the back as well. She read it slowly, _' Something to remember me by, 
come back for me Hiccup.' _The plot thickened. She decided that she 
would ask Hiccup about it, despite how secretive he usually 
was . 

Hiccup was relieved as he cleared the fog, and dread disappeared from 
his mind. He quickly peeked over the edge of the forward deck and saw 
one of the floating mountains serenely floating on by, passing the 
spot the Airship was in mere moments ago. Then he noticed the sun. 
Dawn was just rising and the sun shed a billion, brilliant, blazing, 
radiant shining tinges of orange and yellow. Hiccup smiled. Just over 
the horizon, he could see the crest of a solitary mountain. He 
increased the speed and soon, his island was in view. The solitary 
mountain rose out of the floating ground like a giant finger pointing 
at the sky. Lush vegetation surrounded the sides of the mountains. 
There was a forest, a beach and even a waterfall whose water cascaded 



from the sky into the sea. Home sweet home. Or at least, as close as 
it could get for Hiccup. He quickly clambered down the ladder and got 
into the cabin, deciding it would be better for him to pilot from the 
inside . 

As Astrid heard Hiccup open the hatch and enter the cabin, still 
donning his flight gear, she approached him, picture in hand. She had 
chose one sketch out of random and it just so happened to feature the 
woman in nude. She held it behind her back and stopped him in his 
purposeful stride, "Hiccup?" 

'What?" He said rather bluntly. 

"I was going through your sketchesa€ 1 And well, who's this woman?" 
Astrid showed Hiccup the sketch and Hiccup stopped dead in his 
tracks. Something twanged in his heart and his mind screamed. 
Something in the back of his head started to claw it's way forward. 

He swiftly snatched it out of Astrid' s hands and looked at it, 
deciding what to do. He took one long look at it, then gripped it by 
the corners and swiftly tore it in half. In that moment. Hiccup felt 
his heart shatter, rebuild and shatter all over again. He wanted to 
cry but he put on his best 'happy' face and said in a jovial tone, 
"She's ancient history. Come on, I can't wait to show you my island!" 
With that he strode in the control room. Astrid remained in the 
living quarters and sat down on his bed. She knew she had hit a 
delicate string. The face Hiccup had given her was just too happy. It 
wasn't like Hiccup at all. 

Inside the control room. Hiccup gripped the wheel and, after making 
sure that Astrid wouldn't come in. He let go of the wheel and slumped 
down against the wall. His head fell into his hands and he began to 
sob silently. He silently cursed himself and for a second, cursed 
Astrid for finding those sketches. He kept crying for a few more 
minutes until he finally built up the will to stop crying. He wiped 
away his tears and stood up. He took off his flight mask and tossed 
it aside without a second thought. A singular tear rolled down his 
left cheek but this tear was different. It was a bright crimson. He 
wiped it away and stared at the bead of blood smeared on his gloves. 
He swallowed hard. This was new. 


22 . The Island 

Hiccup gently maneuvered the Airship towards the 'dock'. The dock was 
nothing but a flimsy looking wooden structure that hung precariously 
off the side off the island. There wasn't even a handrail to save a 
poor man from tripping and falling to his doom. The structure had two 
guide rails that the cabin was supposed to slip into but Hiccup did, 
on occasion, gently nudge. Hiccup would say 'gently nudge' but his 
'gentle nudges' would always knock the rails off of their nails and 
send them plunging into the fog below. He kept the speed of the 
Airship slow, wary of any stay gusts of wind that plagued these 
skies. Astrid was by his side and took in the beauty and the sheer 
impossibility of the island. How was it floating? She had seen Hiccup 
do the impossible by flying but this surpassed all belief. How had he 
gotten the island, that surely weighed more than all of the isles 
that she could name. Hiccup was focused but that didn't mean he had a 
stone face. Astrid had heard something from the control room when 
after she had asked him about the sketches. He had casually shrugged 
it off but there something else. Something that pained him deeply. 



She decided to not pry any more. Despite that, she couldn't notice 
Hiccup's eyes nervously glancing around him and a slight hint of a 
glistening tear. 

Hiccup ran his tongue over his teeth out of habit, an old habit that 
seemed to cling to life like a leech to its victim. Hiccup spun the 
wheel, in an exaggerated fashion, perhaps to impress Astrid? He 
didn't know. He increased the Airship's speed by a fraction, barely 
noticeable. He turned his head to face Astrid and said, "Well? What ' d 
you think?" 

"Of what?" 

"The island!" Hiccup said, taking one hand off the wheel to wave it 
about in an exasperated fashion, "What else?" His head turned back to 
the matter at hand, docking the Airship. He rotated the wheel by a 
fraction but the action made a big difference. He waited for Astrid' s 
response but he didn't have to wait for long. 

"Well, it looks great! And its certainly very impressive how you got 
the island to float." _0h, right, about that, I didn't get the island 
to float. I found it like that, _Hiccup thought but didn't say. He 
would tell her later. 

"Anda€ 1 " Hiccup was waiting for something else. 

"And what?" Astrid frowned. 

"Well?" 

"Well what?" 

"Well? What about the view? The mountain? My waterfall? My 
buildings?" Hiccup waved his hands about, motioning towards the vista 
in front of them. 

"You have buildings? Here?" Astrid asked, even more impressed. Hiccup 
seemed to have an endless repertoire, flyer, inventor, innovator, 
fighter, painter, sketcher, drinker and lover (a fantastic one at 
that) . 

"Yes. Don't you see them?" 


"No?" 


"Odd, I don't remember hiding them _that _well." He mumbled to 
himself, "Well, you'll see pretty soon." He addressed Astrid directly 
this time, "Perhaps you would be more comfortable in the living 
quarters, milady." He added with a tone of elegance in his voice. 
Astrid simply nodded and left Hiccup to the controls. 

Astrid sat at Hiccup's desk and ran her hands over the wood. Her 
fingers felt every single notch; groove and carving that had 
accumulated in the wood. Some carvings were simple nonsense with odd 
runes inscribed at random areas. She then noticed a series of notches 
etched into the edge of the desk, each at extremely precise 
intervals. She then looked beneath the desk and was faced with a pile 
of disorganized notes, pieces of paper, books and some writing 
utensils. Hiccup generally kept his desk clean but whenever he didn't 
need something close at hand, he would toss it beneath the desk 



without so much of a second thought. Then, she noticed something. By 
the side of his desk, were 5 leather bound books, each lined up in 
neat order. Each had a different color and texture but, along the 
spine, they had numbers etched into them. 1 for the first book, 2 for 
the second and so on and so forth. She then noticed a different 
leather bound book lying on Hiccup's desk, with the number 6 etched 
into the spine. She was sure that Hiccup was too busy piloting the 
Airship and at its current speed, it would take a while for the 
Airship to reach the dock. She opened book 6 and looked at the first 
page and only the first page. These were his journals! She then 
thought of the black haired woman with the green eyes. Perhaps there 
were answers in here! She hesitantly looked at the numbered books and 
slipped out journal number 1. She then opened it up and began to 
read . 

Instantly, she was shocked. At first, his handwriting was all over 
the place and barely eligible. Being a Viking, she had always 
dedicated her time to more physical activities rather than to 
scholarly pursuits. That meant her reading level was already 
horrendous as compared to Hiccup. His horrid handwriting didn't help 
her either and she barely managed to get anything out of the first 
few pages. Then his handwriting began to improve and it got easier 
for Astrid, only barely though. The story so far, from what she could 
read; Hiccup's island had just gotten raided. Then, something was 
revealed to her about his mother. He remembered that when Hiccup was 
telling his life story, he rarely mentioned his mother. Turns out 
that she died during the raid, right in front of him. That was also 
when he lost his leg. Part of it read: 

_'I don't know what to feel. I wanted to feel sad but I didn't. I 
just felt angry. Like there was just a hot ball of lead in my 
stomach. I wanted revenge. Revenge for my town and revenge for my 
mother. Unfortunately, the bandits responsible for my mother's 
suffering were killed before I could get to them. Oh, I had so many 
things planned for them. Castrating them, gouging out their eyes, 
breaking their knees, snapping their arms, twisting their necks until 
the brain could no longer communicate with the body. But they were 
dead. I should've felt something but I didn't. Just a dull slow ache 
in my heart. I wished it was I who killed them. More than anything in 
the world. I can remember what they did to her. One of my legs was 
pinned under a log and my mother was there. I wanted to cry out but 
my voice disappeared. The banditsaCl They raped her. Again and again 
and again until she cried for death and when they obliged her, they 
did it in the most grotesque way possible. They dug a knife into her 
eyes and shoved it up into her skull. She screamed. She screamed and 
screamed until she stopped screaming and her body stopped twitching. 
They saw me then. The bandits. And they laughed. They pulled out the 
knife from my mother's skull and tossed it at me, not to hit me but 
to get it close to me. They left and they tossed a torch onto my 
house. I knew what they wanted me to do. They wanted to me cut my own 
leg off! But as the fires grew around my house, I had to do it. There 
was so much pain and so much blood. I don't remember pulling myself 
out of the inferno. I'm writing this right now in the healer's hut. 
I'm one of the many here. My leg isn't infected but I'm going to need 
to rig up some brace or something for it. Jarek's gone. It's been a 
week since the attack. Everything in my life is gone. My mother. My 
house. Jarek. My fucking leg. Why does this have to happen to 
me? '_ 


She felt sympathy for Hiccup. She would never look at Hiccup the same 



especially after what had happened to him. To him, her life would've 
been easy. She was so focused on trying to read Hiccup's journal 
entries, she didn't notice at all that the Airship had stopped and 
Hiccup had snuck up behind her. 

Hiccup felt a little violated that Astrid was reading his journals. 
What surprised him even more was the horrendous speed at which she 
was reading! Did she even know all of her letters? He even heard her 
spelling words out a loud to make sure she got it right! He shook his 
head. Perhaps he could teach her? Yes! She would be spending some 
time on his island; perhaps he could help her with her letters. But 
that thought was then replaced by a hundred others when he realized 
at how much time she might be spending with him on his island! So 
many little fantasies sprung up! With that thought, he decided to 
break Astrid out of her spell. He leaned forward so that his mouth 
was close to her ear. He didn't breath and she didn't notice, "Soa€l" 
He spoke softly. Astrid screamed in shock and jumped back in her 
seat, pushing the chair back and into Hiccup's gut. He didn't expect 
that coming. He doubled over and tried to suck in air. 

"DAMMIT! Hiccup! You scared me! Oh gods! Are you ok?" She rushed over 
to him and held him, bringing him up, "Hiccup! I'm so, so, so, 
sorry . " 

"Oh no, *cough*, it's fine. I was about to say that if you have such 
a hard time reading my journals, perhaps I could help you with your 
letters?" Astrid' s face flushed when he brought up his journals. 

"My letters? Oh right yeah." 

"Uh huh, well, I've docked. We can go ashore now." He smiled. Astrid 
smiled back. Astrid looked into Hiccup's eyes and planted a great 
long kiss on his lips. Hiccup was shocked, "What was that 
for?" 

"It's thanksaO 1 For everything." She looked a little sad. What he 
didn't know was that she was sad because of him. He knew that she had 
read his journal. He just didn't know what pages. He'll talk to her 
about it later. He then showed her how to get down onto the dock. He 
would use the same hatch and just jump down. That statement caused 
some problems, especially with Astrid. Jumping onto that, that 
so-called 'dock'? No way. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Ladies And Gentlemen, the sex scene in chapter 20 (is 
that it?) has been updated so that it's a little more sexier. Take a 
look over it please and tell me what you think. Thanks for everyone 
who has read this story. BTW, I have uploaded a new story on 
Dishonored titled 'The Masked Man'. Thank you all once again, you've 
been a great audience my beloved readers. <strong> 


23. More Peking 

**I'm back baby! 4 days off and I should get some new chapters out 
soon. Hopefully. I'm quite an unpredictable bastard or so everyone 
says. Anyways, have fun. BTW, some smutty goodness. Just for you 
guys. Should be better than my last attempt. Enjoy!** 



><p>Even with Hiccup's enthusiasm, it took 5 full minutes to coax 
Astrid out of the Airship and onto the dock. She had grown used to 
the Airship but her inch of her screamed to not set foot on the 
flimsy wooden structure that Hiccup called a 'dock'. What really got 
her over her fear was when Hiccup declared in a pretentious tone, 
"Does the woman wish to be carried to land?" Being a stubborn and 
independent girl by nature, his words stung her and then, she jumped 
down onto the platform. She smiled in smug victory, only to leap into 
his arms after the platform seemed to creak. Deciding to allow Hiccup 
to carry her off the dock (oh, how she loved the feeling of his arms 
around her!) and examined in full detail Hiccup's floating 
island . <p> 

The trees here were much different than the trees that she was used 
to. Bright birch and lovely poplars, as Hiccup would call them, seem 
to grow everywhere. Then she noticed the warmth. The wonderful, 
blazing, brilliant warmth! Berk was never this warm, even during 
summer! The sun shone down through a cloudless sky. Then she noticed 
a dreadful tightness in her chest but she ignored it, more busy 
taking in the sights. Hiccup noticed her wondering eye and said 
quietly in her ear, "Wonderful isn't love?" Another accent slipped 
into his voice, reminding her of how large his world was and how tiny 
hers was. His world spanned giant oceans and great lands. Hers only 
covered Berk, Hiccup's airship (and his bed) and a few small islands 
whose inhabitants could be counted off on one finger. She couldn't 
tell if he was joking about the 'love' part but she could only assume 
he was. She loved him but she couldn't tell if he shared her 
feelings. Hiccup was a cryptic bastard at times. As he carried her, 
he walked with a certain elegance and gentleness, as if carrying a 
person with a broken leg or carrying a member of royalty (though no 
royal would willingly accept to be carried like this) . As Hiccup 
carried her, she realized that the walk between the Airship and land 
was further than she had expected. She felt like she was about to 
faint . 

Hiccup liked to hold Astrid, the feeling of her soft and smooth skin 
as compared to his rough and tough feel. As he carried her, he would 
occasionally rub the inside of her thigh with his rough thumb, and 
she would emit a small and soft mewl, something very un-Astrid-like . 
As soon as Hiccup's foot touched the dirt, she quickly hopped out of 
his arms, and trying to do an imitation of his accent (quite a bad 
imitation he would say), she said, "Why, thank yer very much ser." 
Hiccup wanted to laugh, though he only managed a chuckle. Hiccup 
shook his head in mockery and asked, "Would you like a tour?" 

"Why yes indeed." Astrid held out her arm and Hiccup took her by the 
hand, gently holding it in his. Despite their age difference of only 
2 years, there was an immense difference between Hiccup and Astrid. 
Her hand was easily engulfed by Hiccup's and she was about a head or 
even more shorter than him. Hiccup was all muscle while Astrid still 
had a very minor touch of fat (not that she'd ever admit though) . 
Hiccup was smart, she wasa€ 1 Not as smart. Astrid looked up at 
Hiccup, his face gleefully turned away, and wondered. Why was he 
doing all of this? Why for her? 

Hiccup led her up the beach, holding her hand and practically 
dragging her along. He turned his head and saw her stumbling a bit. 
She seemed to be handling the altitude pretty well. He then turned 



his head back towards the trees that quickly approached. He had 
wondered why everything was so different now. There was a lot more 
vegetation. He had even noticed some vines hanging off of his dock. 

He would need to clear all this out. Not today though, he had plenty 
of time for that later. Best he do all the fun stuff first. He 
entered the forest, his eyes scanning for the gravel path he had made 
for himself. He turned around and said to Astrid, "Now, look for a 
gravel path, understand? If you see some standing stones, we've gone 
too far." He let her hand go (reluctantly) and began to stoop close 
to the ground, his hands feeling the ground for any signs of his 
path, his path heading to the left. Astrid split from him and walked 
to the right, crouching down. For a few minutes, she didn't find 
anything until her fingers finally came upon a line of gravel. Her 
eyes lit up. She stood straight up and called out to Hiccup, "HICCUP! 
HICCUP! I'VE FOUND IT!" Hiccup appeared in her field of vision and 
she started to move towards him. In that second, so many things 
happened. Her legs were pulled out from underneath her, her vision 
blurred and suddenly the world was upside down. For a second she 
remained suspended in the air. In the next, something pricked her in 
the neck and she blacked out. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid slowly opened her heavy eyelids. There was an 
uncomfortable throbbing in her head. She groaned. She looked around. 
She was on a small cot in the corner of a stone room. There was a 
fireplace in the wall opposite her, a fire crackled and popped. There 
was a spiral staircase in the middle of the room. Lining the 
remaining walls, were some chests, armor stands, training dummies and 
weapon racks. She could see Hiccup sitting at the foot of the cot, 
gently napping. She slowly got up and crawled over to Hiccup, still 
staying on the bed. After what happened last time when she had woken 
him up, she was cautious. She reached out an arm and gently poked 
him. That did the trick. Hiccup slowly began to wake, yawning and 
stretching. He looked at Astrid, whose face seemed to beam back at 
him. His eyes glanced away from her face for a second, going for her 
body. She was on all fours, still on the bed. The position did give 
Hiccup a good view of her breasts. Something twitched inside him. She 
smiled. He smiled, "You okay?" He asked. <p> 

"Yeah, yeah, I'm fine. What happened though?" She pulled herself up 
onto her knees. She rubbed the back of her head. 

"Trap. Sorry, I forgot I even had those things lying around." He 
leaned forward and grabbed her by the wrist. She tried to pull away 
but Hiccup held her steady, "It's okay. I'm just taking your pulse; 
those darts had a tendency to carry more venom than they were 
supposed to." She nodded, not really paying attention to what he 
said. She focused on the feeling of his rough fingers on her skin. It 
was a stark contrast. He placed his index and middle finger just 
below Astrid' s thumb. As far as he could tell, she was fine, "Well, 
you seem to be fine. You should get some rest. I'll be nearby." He 
let go and stood up. Just as he started to walk, Astrid launched 
herself from her knees, grabbing him by the arm. Hiccup cried out as 
Astrid pulled him onto the bed. She quickly clambered on top of him, 
holding him in place with her weight and legs. Hiccup began to ask, 
"What are you doing?" He was clueless. 


"What do you think?" She gently took his other arm and placed his 
hands on her hips, "Make love to me Hiccup." She whispered 



seductively . 


"Are you sure?" Hiccup wanted it so badly but he had to have some 
self-restraint, "Aren't you a little tired?" 

"Don't you worry." She flipped them so that he was now on top of her, 
his arms on either side of her head. His face was directly above 
hers, "You'll be doing all the work." She smiled. Hiccup's heart 
seemed to melt away. Astrid slowly began to grind against Hiccup, an 
uncomfortable bulge growing in his pants. Hiccup hesitated for a 
moment. Then he flung himself at her, his lips on hers, tongues 
plunging into mouths. Astrid moved a hand above her head. Hiccup 
gently cupped her hand. He gently pulled away from her and started to 
undress her, Astrid helping a bit along the way. In a few moments, 
her tunic was off and her wonderful breasts were freed. He smiled and 
lowered a mouth to one of her nipples. A gasp escaped her lips. 

Hiccup gently licked and sucked her nipple, moans flowing out of 
Astrid' s lips. Despite being slightly delirious, she managed to get a 
hold of Hiccup's trousers. In one swift movement, she pulled his 
pants down, freeing his large and erect member. He slowly took his 
head away from her nipple. He gave her a smile. Astrid smiled back, 
her expression on the verge of _'fuck me! ' _and _'slow down'_. He 
began to take off her skirt and panties. Now, Astrid was completely 
naked but Hiccup still had his shirt on. Astrid frowned and helped 
Hiccup out of it, her eyes easily drinking in Hiccup's body. The 
sheer amount of marks, pits and scars on his body still shocked her. 
Now, they were both buck nude and both very, very wanting. Hiccup 
resisted the urge to shove himself within her and get it over with 
but he slowed down, enjoying the moment. One hand moved between her 
thighs, quickly seeking out her fleshy folds and that wonderful bud 
of flesh. Astrid softly swore as Hiccup began to rub her up and down, 
his member aching for relief, "Oh Hiccup, I want you ta€ 1 " Astrid 
quickly silenced herself. Hiccup arched an eyebrow. 

"What were about to say?" 

"Nothing." She said, her voice wavering from the pleasure coming from 
between her legs . 

Hiccup didn't give up easily. He inserted 1 finger, "Tell me." He 
said. Astrid was silent, though he could see that she was resisting 
the urge to moan or groan or make any type of sound. Then he inserted 
another finger. Still Astrid was silent but he could see she was 
cracking. He then inserted another finger. Astrid had willpower, he 
had to say. Instead of pumping his fingers in and out of her, he held 
his fingers in place, withholding the bliss that was awaiting 
Astrid . 

"You're evil." She said, her eyes squeezed shut. 

"Come on, you can tell me." She began to rock her hips against his 
fingers but he used his weight to pin her down and stop her from 
moving, "Come on Astrid. You can tell me." 

"Fine." She sighed, defeated. She was willing to say anything for 
that blissful release, "I want your mouthaC 1 Down there." Hiccup knew 
what to do. He pulled his fingers out, wiping them on the mattress. 

He moved down her body, his mouth dropping down to kiss her on her 
breasts, her stomach, stopping at her hips for a minute until he 
reached her beautiful, slit. There was a very small healthy bush of 



blonde pubic hair. Astrid gently rested her legs on Hiccup's muscular 
shoulders. He smiled and gently brought his lips to her slit, 
dropping light kisses. Astrid arched her back and cried out, her legs 
wrapping around Hiccup's upper body and pushing his mouth into her 
folds. His eyes widened as he was forced into her folds but he didn't 
complain. He couldn't anyways. He stuck out a tongue and gently went 
over he folds, a finger quickly inserted into her warm, wet, tight 
hole. For a few minutes, he licked and sucked away furiously as he 
pumped his finger in and out of her, cries of pleasure rolling out of 
Astrid' s lips. He easily brought her to an orgasm, her lovely juices 
spilling out. He gently lapped them up, not letting a single drop go 
to waste. Astrid' s legs released their hold on him and he pulled 
himself up. He towered above her. Astrid' s eyes ran over his body. 

His face, his chest, his toned legs and that dragon of a penis. 

Hiccup took hold of his erect member and slowly guided it into 
Astrid' s not so sacred as before temple. She screamed as he entered 
her. He pushed himself all the way into her, burying himself up to 
the hilt. He moaned, pleasure seeming to erupt out of every orifice. 
He let her adjust to his size and catch his breath before slowly 
getting into a rhythm. Astrid and Hiccup came together in a 
shimmering ball of energy and passion. Their moans and cries echoed 
for hours as they made love, never mind Astrid previous injury. They 
had all the time and energy in the world. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Back on Berk, everyone was searching for Astrid. She had 
disappeared for a few nights, longer than was to be expected from the 
teenage girl and now, search parties scoured the forests. They had 
found nothing so far.<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>A nice calm chapter. Please, tell me if my second smut 
attempt was better, worse, ok, not ok, the works. Thanks for 
reading ! <strong> 


24. Stuff To Do, Brooms To Sweep 

**Author's Note: HAPPY LATE NEW YEARS! AND CHRISTMAS TOO! Hello 
everyone and welcome back. This might not be my best chapter ever but 
I just pounded this thing out so I could get it updated. Expect more 
soon and don't worry, this story will be finished, eventually. 
Sometime in the distant future. Maybe never. Anyways, ENJOY! BTW, if 
my writing skills have gone to shit since my last update, tell me and 
I'll do my best to improve. Have fun!** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup slept for no more than 30 minutes. Being used to waking 
early and getting extremely limited sleep, he instinctively roused 
himself from his much needed rest. Eor more than an hour, he lay 
there in the bed, not sleeping but not entirely awake either. He 
stared at the ceiling, examining the carvings he had cut into the 
stone. Oh what loving labor was invested on that ceiling. He looked 
down at the sleeping siren he embraced in his arms, her flowing 
blonde hair, the way the light touched upon her pale face, the weight 
of her breasts upon his chest. In that very moment, a question 
entered his mind. ' <em>What does she mean to you Hiccup? What does 



she mean to you?' <em>Said a condescending voice inside his head. 
Hiccup dismissed the thoughts that came to mind but as he did, he 
couldn't help but wonder. What does she mean? Is he in love with her? 
Is she merely a plaything for him to discard once he became bored of 
her, as he did with so many other women? He had brought her to his 
island after all and he did risk his life and his flight prototype to 
save her but what is this really? To dismiss these thoughts, he 
started to clamber out of bed. Astrid paid no mind to his movements 
and she continued to slumber on peacefully. He sat at the edge of the 
bed and examined the room around him, his and her clothes were 
scattered everywhere. He certainly didn't remember that. His first 
thought were to retrieve his prosthetic but he realized his forgot to 
take them off last night, the cold steel still pressing against his 
stump. _I hope she didn't mind that_, he thought absent-mindedly to 
himself . 

He stood up and started to retrieve all of his clothes, putting on 
his pants and pulling on his boots but leaving his shirta€ 1 Wait, 
where was his shirt? Well, here he is, back home. Suddenly, without 
warning, he leaned over and dragged a finger across the floor. 

Putting it up to his eye, he could see his finger was covered in grey 
dust. He's going to need to clean this place. 

Back on Berk, the villagers were treated to an unusual surprise. Two 
days after the attack on the Hofferson household, a ship came sailing 
through the water towards Berk's docks. This ship was different, it 
wasn't long or sleek or adorned with shields as Berk's ships were. 
Instead, it was thick and wide and awkward in the rougher seas that 
surrounded the island. Aboard the ship were 3 strangers, 2 of them 
were covered in head to toe with steel plates and armor. However the 
third wasn't. The third was a woman, dressed in a simple nun's 
outfit. However, to the residents of Berk, their attire caused them 
to quietly chuckle and snort. They landed and tied off their boat and 
the second they step foot on that dock, one could swear a thunderous 
boom was heard in the distance. 

Astrid woke to the sound of a brush against stone. She slowly opened 
her eyes to see shirtless Hiccup sweeping the floor, wagging the 
brush from side to side, humming a little tune to himself as he 
worked. Somehow, a girlish giggle came to her lips. Hiccup turned his 
head at the sound of her laughter, "What?" He asked, his expression 
quizzical . 

"Nothing, it's just the thought of Hiccup the housewife." She could 
help but giggle again at the thought. Hiccup managed a little 
chuckle, "So, Hiccup the warrior and inventor is also Hiccup the 
cleaner? " 

"Yeah, well, I've never really had anyone else to depend upon so, 

I've had to learn to do everything myself. I can cook, I can clean, I 
can sew and I can do all sorts of stuff really because wella€l Like I 
said, there's never really been anyone toa€ 1 " He stopped midsentence, 
suddenly staring back at the ground. He kept sweeping the dust into a 
little hole at bottom of a wall. 

"Hiccupa€l I'm sorrya€ 1 " She started to say. 

"Don't be, its fine." Hiccup interrupted, looking up and giving her a 
reassuring smile. This managed to reassure Astrid and she smiled 
back, she still thought something was wrong though, "Go back to 



sleep." He says softly, calmly, soothingly. 


"No, its okay." She sat up and yawned, stretching while she did so. 
As she raised her arms above her head, the sheet that covered her 
nude body fell away and Hiccup couldn't help but sigh in heavenly 
content, "What?" It was her turn to ask. Hiccup set aside the broom 
in a corner and walked over to the bed, sitting down beside her, 
hearing the cot groan as it took his weight. 

"Have I told you, that, you are the most beautiful creature that I 
have ever seen in my life?" He smiled a happy smile and said the 
words with a blissful tone. Astrid's cheeks flushed a full red but 
with his comment, she couldn't help but feel a little insecure. What 
had happened to that black-haired woman she had seen in so many of 
Hiccup's sketches, if she wasn't good enough for him, why would she 
be? She looked away and, unconsciously , a tear pulled at the edge of 
her eye and slowly fell down her cheek, "Hey, what's wrong." He 
softly held her chin and turned her face back to him. She looked up 
at him and he softly wiped away the tear with his thumb, "You can 
tell me . " 

"Oh, its nothing. I'm just wondering what my parents will be like." 
Astrid was a horrible liar and, unbeknown to her. Hiccup easily saw 
through her thinly veiled invention. Hiccup softly pressed his lips 
to hers and sparked another session of wild lovemaking, much to the 
protest of the poor cot. 


2 5 . Away ! 

While Berk received strange new visitors. Aurorae received new 
visitors as well. A group of 4 mercenaries, each clad in light 
leather and wearing a sword by their hips and a dagger across their 
chest. They walked with a certain air of formality. They all had 
their hoods pulled up, shrouding their faces. They carried no 
insignia, all the more reason to be worried of them. Faceless 
mercenaries answer to no one. They stopped in the middle of town 
before setting off towards the Brawler Pit. 

The Brawler Pit was technically open but no one was inside, there 
were no fights to spectate and no fights to create. As the door 
opened, a long beam of light cut a swathe through dim darkness. Down 
below in the ring. Jack, the owner of the Pit, was pacing about, 
kicking sand around. He was expecting someone. He heard the gate open 
and turned, a smile on his face but when he saw who it really was, 
his expression turned into one of pure fear, "Oh shit, please! I 
don't know anything!" He raised his hands in surrender, cowering and 
stooping over, "Please! I haven't seen him!" 

"You lie!" Came a feminine voice. Jack looked up and saw the 
mercenaries standing in a line, except for one who had taken a single 
step forward. The lone mercenary pulled off their hood and revealed a 
lovely face with eyes of emerald green, framed by silky black hair. 
Well, her face would've been lovely if it was scarred over, as if her 
face was pushed into a fire, "He was here just a few nights ago! He 
killed a man. We have proof. Damn near everyone in the town saw that 
fight. Where is he?" 

"I don't know! I swear! If I knew, I would tell you!" The woman took 
7 long strides, closing the gap between her and Jack. She towered 



over him, stopping for a moment to examine the quivering, puddle of a 
man below her. Without warning her hand shot out and grabbed him by 
his hair. She yanked him forward, never letting go. Jack howled as 
his body hung by his hair. She then pulled him up and looked at the 
other mercenaries, "Get me 2 chairs. And some rope." Within minutes, 
they arrived with what she had demanded, her hand still holding onto 
a motionless Jack. She dragged him along, pushed him into the chair 
and told the others to tie him up. The other chair was placed in 
front of him and she sat down, calmly and with poise. Jack had his 
chin on his chest, "Look at me." She said sweetly, words flowing like 
honey, "Look at me dear." Jack slowly raised his head. 

"I swear, I don'ta€l" The woman shushed him, placing a finger on his 
lips . 

"Hush, hush now. It's alright." She cooed, "I'll be asking the 
questions. Do you hear me?" Jack managed a muffled yes, "Good. Now, 
this man. Beast. Atlas, whatever you call him, he is very important 
to us. We are concerned for him," She spoke with deep sincerity, "And 
if you don't help us, he might end up hurt. Now. Tell us everything 
you know about him. How did you meet?" She took her finger off of his 
lips, wiping it off on the side of her chair. 

"Hea€l Hea€ 1 " Jack swallowed hard, trying to find the right words, 

"He came here, about 2 years ago. He seemed angry, full of just pure 
hate. I let him in there against our then-champion and he just let it 
all out. He won in less than a minute." 

"Good dear, that's good, what else do you know about him? Family? 
Where he lives?" 

"No, he was really secretive about everything. He never really spoke 
to me. All I knew was that he had been to the East, what with all his 
tattoos." Jack wasn't lying about anything. Why would he? "That's all 
I know. Please, you have to believe me." 

"I do dear, I do. We're going to let you go now." Without warning, 
she reached the dagger she had strapped across her chest and pulled 
it out of its sheathe in one, fluid motion, revealing the clean blade 
that shone like a star. 

"What?! You said you believed me! You said you would let me go!" Jack 
started to struggle and squirm and shake. 

"We will let you go, don't worry but, if word of this gets out, we'll 
find you and we won't be so lenient." She told the other mercenaries 
to wait for outside. Once she was sure they were gone, she said to 
Jack, "If you ever see him again, I want you to give him this." She 
took something out of an unseen pocket. It was a locket, a 
beautifully engraved silver one with a particularly shiny looking 
garnet. She hung it on his neck and cut him loose. He didn't stand 
up, "Tell him I said hello." Suddenly, she buried the knife in Jack's 
knee, wedging directly in his joint, separating his lower leg from 
his thigh. Jack howled loud enough to make her ears ring. She sighed 
and twisted the knife in his knee just a bit to the right, but enough 
to make Jack scream even louder, if that was even possible. And left 
without another word, leaving Jack tossing about on the sand, 
clutching at his leg, cursing and screaming all the way. As the woman 
left, one could swear there was a smile on her face. 



Hiccup and Astrid lay in bed, arms wrapped around one another, both 
in blissful heaven. Both nude and happy. Neither said a word but each 
had a wide grin on their faces. Astrid was the first to break the 
silence, still panting, "Where 'd you learn how to do that?" She 
breathed. Hiccup turned his head to look at her. 

"Experience." He managed. Astrid turned her head to look at him then 
turned back around to stare at the ceiling. She was too tired and too 
pleased to inquire what that meant. Within an instant, she fell 
asleep. Hiccup remained awake and after a few moments, he crawled out 
of bed, not even trying to be stealthy. Astrid was fast asleep. He 
retrieved his prosthetic first and strapped it on, not even bothering 
to check the condition of his stump. Too tired. He then put on his 
pants but left his boots and tunic lying on the floor, he would need 
them. He climbed up the stairs and found himself in a large room. The 
stairs had put him in a corner of the room. The room had wooden 
floors along with planked walls and thick columns made out of 
deadwood. There was no visible door. In the middle of the room was a 
rectangular depression, lined with stone and a chimney that carved 
through the ceiling and past the room. Beneath the chimney lay a fire 
pit, along with a fairly large roasting spit that had not been used 
in a long time. In fact, the entire room had a fine lining of dust to 
it, just the room below. This was where Hiccup used to eat. There 
weren't any chairs as Hiccup was used to sitting on the floor, either 
cross-legged or stretching his legs, trying to achieve that perfect 
full split that he still (believe or not) hadn't managed to achieve. 
In the opposite corner of the room were a set of counters and 
cupboards, shelves (filled to the brim with all sorts of varied 
liquors. Hiccup's favorite were a wonderful but strong bottle of 
cognac he had managed to nick from a merchant in mainland Europe) and 
a large set of knifes, 1 set of utensils (Hiccup rarely used them) 
and a set of 4 tankards and 8 fine, glasses that Hiccup had, once 
again, nicked from another merchant. Along with that, there was a 
strange device, made of bronze-colored alloy and covered in 
condensation and dials and knobs and buttons and gauges next to the 
shelves of liquor. The device had a small little dispensing tray for 
whatever it produced. Along with this strange device, on the 
counters, there was a bowl with a hole at the bottom that led to some 
unseen place, alongside with a small brass spigot with a valve above 
the bowl . 

He walked over to his liquors and picked out both a bottle and a 
glass. He examined the glass first, blowing away any dust. 

Unsatisfied with its cleanliness, he walked over to the bowl, held 
the glass underneath the spigot and turned the valve. At first, 
nothing happened and Hiccup frowned. Then, he heard a hiss, a 
click-click-click sound and, without further ado, water flowed out of 
the spigot and Hiccup proceeded to turn the glass around in beneath 
the water, wetting every little centimeter. Einally satisfied, he 
opened his bottle (a rather delicious blend of bourbon) and poured it 
into his glass, about a third-way full. He hesitated for a moment, 
deliberating whether to pour more. Giving in, he poured the glass 
half-way full. Closing the bottle, he walked over to the his strange 
device (dubbed oh-so creatively, the 'ice maker'), he pushed the tray 
into its slot in the machine and fiddled about with the knobs and 
dials on the side of the machine, carefully checking his gauges until 
he pressed a small button on the front. He heard the machine groan, 
and he heard a rattle and pulled the tray out. And there lay, 3 
perfect cubes of ice. He grabbed the ice cubes, dropped them into his 
drink and took a good long sip, not bothering to savor the taste. He 



raised the glass to an invisible companion and quietly muttered, 
"Here's to a happy future." Before taking another sip. 

Hiccup easily drained his third glass of bourbon, taking it all down 
in one long gulp. Despite this, he barely felt anything, no 
dizziness, no odd feelings in his head, no lowering of his 
inhibitions (as if he had any) . The bourbon barely touched him. All 
he had was a slight swagger in his walk. He held up the bottle to his 
side and examined how much was left. Plenty. He unscrewed the cap and 
poured himself another drink, the ice in his glass already melted 
away. He walked over back to his ice maker, pushed in the tray, 
pressed the button, waited and pulled out 4 more ice cubes, quickly 
dumping them into his glass. He put the tray on top of the ice maker 
and stood against the corner. He held the glass at chest level and 
swirled it the glass, careful not to drop it. He stopped, and lowered 
the glass so that it now rested at waist level, resting his elbows on 
the rough, stone countertop. He held the glass elegantly, delicately; 
thumb, index, middle and ring curved around the cool crystal while 
his pinky remained poised upwards, no even touching the glass. He 
waited for a few moments until he could feel the glass start to cool 
and he gave another mock toast, to yet another invisible companion. 

He titled his head down, keeping his eyes up and gave a small smile 
before taking the lip of the glass to his mouth and downing the whole 
damn thing in one go. He could feel the warmth spread down his throat 
and into his belly. He finally pulled the glass away from his mouth 
and left out a hearty belch, apologizing to an unseen guest. He 
suddenly felt unnaturally warm, the air around him suddenly turning 
hot. He frowned and walked over to another corner of the room. 

He grasped around the dead wood column, until his fingers finally 
found their target, a little button on the other side of the wood. He 
pressed it firmly and let go, taking a step away and facing the wall. 
A hiss, a groan, a rattle and slowly, jarringly the wall dropped down 
into the floor and revealed a scenic beach, the water stretching for 
about 200 meters until dropping down to the ocean far down below. A 
small wooden porch was built and palm trees shaded it. A gravel path 
led away from the porch and split in two, one heading towards the 
beach and the other heading towards a low, squat building that seemed 
to stretch back and forever into the jungle, the walls built of thick 
stone. A peculiar thing about the building, the seams between each 
stone was blackened and char marks spread from them, almost as if 
liquid fire seeped through them. A cool gust of wind hit his bare 
chest, touching at his skin, kissing it almost. He looked down at 
himself, the powder concealing his tattoos had almost rubbed 
completely away, revealing just a hint of the black ink embedded into 
his skin. He would have to concoct some more. He almost slapped his 
head in that moment, he suddenly remembered the purpose of his trip 
to Berk. Supplies! He panicked and suddenly rummaged through each and 
every one of his cupboards. He stood and leant against the counters. 
He would have to go back but that would be impossible! He could 
create another aliasa€l Yes, he could do that. He looked out towards 
the beach and saw his airship, parked in the air and tied to the 
dock, the airship floated and rocked and lurched, just like a real 
ship. He sighed and started for the stairs. Suddenly, he stopped. He 
turned on his heels, ran back, leant over the counter and nicked the 
bottle of bourbon. He would need that for the trip. 


26. Eyes in the Darkness 



**Hello Ladies and Gents! I know its been a while but I had some 
family issues to deal with and I really didn't have enough time to 
get any work done but, here we go ! I've done something! ** 

**For those wondering or interested, my other story. Op. 263, will 
not be updated for at least a week. My apologies. I've found writing 
it a little hard and I don't know what to do next. Suggestions? 
Please? Anything? Anyways, you're here for the chapter, go ahead! 
Read to your heart's content (or at least until the chapter 
ends) . ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup left his little island within 10 minutes, having used said 
10 minutes to get changed, take a piss, write a note and plant a 
sweet little kiss of Astrid's forehead. He unloads some of the food 
he has on the Airship onto the island, placing them on the counters 
near his shelves of liquor, in plain view in case Astrid ever got 
hungry. He clears the fog in less than 20 minutes. <p> 

Astrid woke an hour later, rubbing her eyes and yawning as she 
smacked her lips. She turned in the bed, hoping to find Hiccup's body 
next to hers. He's gone. She snaps right up, sitting straight up in 
bed. Her head swivels around, searching for any clue of his 
whereabouts. She finds some semblance of an answer in the form of a 
neatly folded piece of paper on Hiccup's desk. She almost groans. 
Reading. She spins around, scooting to the edge of the bed before 
planting her feet on the cold stone. She shivers. '_Its cold in 
here', _she thinks silently to herself. She stands up, letting the 
sheets slip and leave her body, dropping silently to the floor. She 
walked naked towards the desk, breasts and bum lagging slightly 
behind. Up and down, up and down. Hiccup would've enjoyed the sight 
of that. She took a deep breath and picked up the note, unfolding it 
delicately. Her eyes were treated to a nicely written note. She 
started to read it, slowly, but surely: 

_Dear Astrid, _ 

_I ' ve just popped out for a quick supply run. I'll be back in half a 
day. Maybe a little more. I've left you some food upstairs. I hope 
it's enough. _ 

_Be back soon, _ 

_Hiccup_ 

_P . S . Do not enter the stone building; it's for your own safety. 
You'll know what it is when you see it._ 

It took Astrid a few minutes to read the whole note, seeing as how 
horrendous her reading skills were. She sighed heavily and set the 
note down on the desk. She glanced at the note and then walked back 
towards the bed, flopping limp onto it. She fell asleep in a few 
moments . 

Hiccup stood at the wheel once again, this time, on the front deck. 

He wanted to feel some fresh air. He wanted to feel like he was 
flying again. But it still wasn't the same. Flying on the Airship 
wasn't the same as flying for real. Wings strapped to his arms, the 
wind gushing through his hair, the cool of the air, the moisture of 



the clouds, everything. That heavy pack was an annoyance though but 
he was sure he could make it smaller, if anything, he could integrate 
the propulsion system into his boots. The pack was just some quick 
experimentation on the Airship. He had access to much better 
materials, tools and a lot more time on the Island. He couldn't wait 
to get back. For once in a long time, he was anxious to get back to 
that island. A wonderful girl and the possibility for real flight! It 
would be his best piece of work yet! Then, another issue popped into 
his head. What would the armor be made out of? He couldn't use the 
conventional leather obviously but iron and steel might be too heavy. 
He did have some of his 'special' alloys lying about but he didn't 
know if he had enough to craft a complete suit of armor with it. He 
reached into one of his pockets, fingers finding the piece of paper 
he had brought along. Pulling it out with a firm grip, he held it up 
to his face, trying desperately to keep it steady in the wind. It 
read : 

_List_ 

_-Enough food for 2 months (however much that was)_ 

_-I pallet of steel_ 

_-l pallet of leather_ 

_-String (quantity to be decided upon arrival)_ 

_-Crushed mirnroot_ 

_-Powdered crystals_ 

He read it quickly and stuffed it back into his pocket without 
another thought. He wasn't exactly sure where he could go where he 
could get all of these things in one go. The closest island was 
possibly Berk buta€ 1 Oh, he couldn't go back there. He had ditched 
the island and killed a man there. He could sneak in. That seemed 
like the best idea but would he steal the supplies under the cover of 
darkness? Or purchase them as a faceless merchant? He shrugged and 
decided he would choose when he got there. Suddenly, another thought 
hit him. Crushed mirnroot and the powdered crystals were for the 
powder covering his tattoos. Why would he even need to cover them up 
any more? Astrid had already seen them and she barely pried into it. 
Maybe she wouldn't mind? He had a quick mental debate, whether or not 
he should cover up his tattoos anymore. It wasn't like they were 
putting in any harm's way. But it he covered them up... He would look 
nicer... Decisions, decisions. What to do, what to do? 

He grumbled and stuffed the piece of paper back into his pocket. He 
would decide upon arrival . 

Astrid woke barely 5 minutes later, finding her dreams too boring and 
dull to go through. She sat up and quickly retrieved her clothes, 
wondering how they ended up being scattered all across the room. As 
she slipped on her tunic and pulled up her boots, she decided to 
further examine the room she was in. She looked up at the ceiling, 
examining the intricate carvings embedded into the stone. She tried 
to follow one line throughout the numerous patterns but she would 
continuously keep getting lost and end up losing her line in the 
loops and curls of others. Some lines ended abruptly and others 
simply split and others intersected and connected. And, oddly enough. 



some parts were erased, chiseled away to make room fora€ 1 His 
sketches. Some were of machines she had never even heard of or even 
knew how they worked. Others were just simple doodles. Doodles! 

Carved into solid stone! 'Hiccup was one odd duck', she thought to 
herself. She gave up within minutes. 

She walked around the walls, slowly, carefully, her index finger 
trailing along the wall. He had even carved schematics and designs 
into the walls. All of them seemed to be of his Airship and other 
variations of the Airship. Some were larger, others smaller, others 
with differently laid out rooms and others fitted with all sorts of 
weaponry and contraptions she didn't even understand. She bit her 
lower lip as she walked along. Despite the medium of Hiccup's 
drawings, they were still extremely detailed and even were marked out 
with precise measurements and numbers. 

She moved on from the wall carvings onto the various weapon racks. 
Again she learnt something new. Hiccup wasn't just a blacksmith, he 
was an amazing blacksmith. The swords weren't like any she had seen 
before. Instead of being their normal color of steel and iron, they 
were all sorts of amazing colors and shapes! No straight swords or 
daggers or knives here. They all had a curve or an angle to them. A 
small dagger, looking like it was carved out of some stone (for the 
blade wasn't smooth but rugged) was colored in a faded jade green. 
Another sword, large and in the shape of a long thin flame was 
colored a deep crimson in the center and slowly faded into mellower 
shades of orange and yellow as it approached the edges. There was a 
hammer that looked as if the head was made out of lightning, a 
man-made MjA^lnir. She reached her hand out to touch it, half 
expecting to be electrocuted or somehow struck by a bolt of lightning 
but was relieved to find out that nothing happened to her when she 
touched it. She wondered if Hiccup ever used these weapons, or if 
they were just for decoration. Hiccup's most prized pieces, left to 
show his forging prowess. 

However, in the corner of her eye, she spotted two other swords, the 
both of them honored with having an entire rack to themselves. They 
were both both curved blades, each with little prongs and outgoing 
edges that added to the danger of the blades. They were colored in 
faded jade, just like the stone dagger she had seen before. Power 
seemed to emanate from them. She walked up to them and, carved into 
the base of their blades were the words, 'Death' and 'Mercy', 
respectively. She reached out a finger to touch them and jumped back 
in pain as she somehow cut herself. Her finger had barely touched the 
blade! She sucked on her cut finger and decided to leave those blades 
alone. They must be Hiccup's prized swords. No doubt he duel-wielded 
them. 

She quickly examined the rest of the room and then decided to walk up 
the stairs. The stone stairs made a fast transition from cold to 
warm. Her hand hung on the bannister, the rough stone coarse 
underneath her fingers. It seemed Hiccup carved everything. The sides 
of the staircase were covered in amazing carved vistas, high 
mountains and wide fjords, all of which were made with astonishing 
detail . 

As she entered the upper room she suddenly felt hot. The heat wasn't 
like anything she had felt before; especially considering Berk only 
had two seasons, cold and damn cold. The sudden warmth and the fact 
that she was wearing clothes thick enough to make you sweat in winter 



caused her great discomfort. She quickly shed her clothes, opting for 
straight-up nudity to beat the heat. Feeling much more comfortable, 
her eyes left the ground and swept across the room, taking in every 
detail, drinking in her surroundings. Then, she noticed the beach. 
Golden sands, blue water and the burning sun! Warm, amazing, 
beautiful beach and a great bay that stretched on and on and on! She 
had never seen anything like it! How could she? There weren't such 
beaches anywhere near Berk and if there were, the sun wouldn't be 
shining and she wouldn't be buck-nude. She gasped and ran straight 
out, not even bothering to take in the rest of the room. She dug her 
feet into the sand, wriggling her toes about in the warm granules, 
she positively giggled in glee. She kicked up loose sand and hooted 
in delight as the sun caught every single little particle in air. She 
started running again, trailing alongside the water, laughing and 
shouting every time the warm water would touch her foot. She 
completely let go of her normally hard and mature exterior and let 
out her inner child, something her friends back on Berk would never 
see. But her excitement turned into curiosity as she spotted a low, 
squat stone bricked building next to the porch. The creases between 
the stone were a burnt black. The door was made of thick metal, also 
burnt black. She stopped running and slowly approached the building, 
mild curiosity growing and growing and growing. Why would this be off 
limits? She finally reached the door and, without a second's 
hesitation, she flung open the door. 

The light from the outside cut a swathe through the darkness. 

Sunlight caught dust particles as they floated through the air. The 
stone floor was covered in scratches and pawmarks . She poked her head 
through the threshold, squinting to catch any sort glance into the 
darkness. She leant back and, just when she decided that there was 
nothing inside, 2 bright green eyes appeared in the darkness. 

A growl rippled through the air, and a scream tore through the 
peace . 


27 . Falling 

**Author's note: Once again, sorry for the long hiatus. Family issues 
are still working themselves out and hopefully, they'll be over with 
it. Here's a chapter, enjoy. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup stood at the hatch, peering below at the world beneath 
him. His body was leaning out, over the gaping hole, only his hand 
and the cable keeping him from plummeting to his certain doom. The 
wind was furious and it tore at his face, even though he was still 
inside the Airship. His hair billowed and fluffed and shook. In his 
free hand, he clasped a helmet, his flight helmet. He was fully clad 
in his flight suit, the one he wore when he reduced James' brains 
into a fine mush. He had a sword strapped to his side, securely 
sheathed so that it wouldn't slip out mid flight and it could still 
be used swiftly. His pistols were also strapped to his waist. <p> 

He raised the helmet to his eye line, examining it for any damage. He 
hadn't worn it for a while, he had much preferred the mask to the 
helmet but he had opted out of the mask for something a little more 
suited for his current needs. The front was seemingly made out of 
leather but, just like the suit, it had untold secrets and tricks. It 



was split down the middle by a band of steel and on either side, lens 
for Hiccup to peer out of. The lenses were a unique design; Hiccup 
could adjust the lenses in his left eye to magnify his view 16 fold. 
And both eyes have a tinted lenses that Hiccup can switch on and off 
when need be. Now, the tinted lenses wouldn't be needed. Anyways, he 
wanted to see his surroundings. 

He then noticed his fingers; there was still blood caked on his 
gloves. He swore something especially sour, he should've at least 
cleaned the suit after mashing James' head in; the damn thing could 
rust! For a few moments, he remained motionless, examining his 
armored gloves, only moving to shift the angle that he viewed the 
gloves from. He sighed, relieved to find not a tiny bit of rust 
anywhere. Though he should've cleaned it anyways, he grumbled to 
himself. He stared down at the earth, down at the island. He was 
right above it. Normally he would only fly about 2 kilometers above 
the ground. For the jump, he was at 18. Hiccup had done the 
calculations to try and get this jump to last as long as possible for 
him. 18 kilometers converted into meters equaled 18,000 meters. A 
terminal velocity for a man jumping in free-fall would equate to 76 
meters per second. 18,000 divided by 76 equals 236. 236 seconds. 
Roughly 4 minutes or something close to that. One long jump. 

He slid his helmet onto his head, every noise suddenly dulling and 
muting. All he could hear was the beating of his heart. Time slowed 
to a halt. He slightly loosened his grip; his body hung over the 
abyss. He took a deep breath; the sound of his breathing distorted 
through the mask and closed his eyes. He turned his head to look 
towards the engine room. He had cut the engine to make sure that the 
Airship would remain in place. The lack of engine power would also 
mean the Airship would eventually drop. He gave a tug on the cable to 
let it start dropping and with that, his hand opened and down he 
goes . 

Falling. It's a basic human fear, without good reason. But Hiccup, to 
him, falling wasn't scary, it wasn't frightening and it didn't make 
him shake or quiver. He embraced it. If he couldn't fall, how else 
could he fly? 

For a few seconds. Hiccup just dropped. His body was pointed straight 
down at the earth. Hiccup's hands by his side, keeping them as close 
to his body as possible. He dropped and dropped and dropped. The wind 
howled and lashed but Hiccup couldn't feel a thing. All he was aware 
of was the feeling of falling. His heart was barely beating. He 
barely breathed. He just fell. Then, his mouth curved into a grin and 
he spread his arms. He dropped out of free-fall abruptly, now he was 
moving downwards at a rate of 14.4 meters per second and moving 
forwards at a speed of 36 meters per second. This equated to roughly 
18 minutes in the air. That is, unless Hiccup decides to nose 
dive . 

His eyes snapped open and he finally looked around. Oh, what a sight 
it was. A sight that no one else would ever see! Clear blue skies and 
beneath him, naught but the deep, dark sea and the green island 
below. He shifted to the right and dove through a cloud. Suddenly, he 
felt cooler. Moisture started to form a thin layer of condensation 
upon his armor. Hiccup wouldn't have minded it if it hadn't started 
to form upon his goggles. He pitched forward, opting to cut the 
feeling short rather than forsake vision. As he emerged from the 
clouds, the pleasant feeling disappeared and he sighed. He wrapped 



his arms around himself, shut his leg. As he wrapped his arms, he 
gave himself a little spin and soon, he was twirling in the air, as 
majestic as one could expect. He opened up his arms and legs and he 
straightened out. He spread his limbs as far out as he could without 
tearing the 'wings' and flattened his body. He could feel the change; 
he was slower than ever, barely dropping. He looked around him, eyes 
truly drinking in fantastic backdrop. He flipped himself over so that 
he was belly up. It was like lying on water. He could feel himself 
slowly sinking, deeper and deeper, the cold water engulfing him on 
all sides. 

After spending too much time on his back, he flipped himself back 
over, only to find that the Earth had grown much closer. He hadn't 
been paying attention, too caught up daydreaming. He pitched forward 
and he started to descend faster. He needed to get supplies and get 
back to Astrid. Hell, she might've even ignored Hiccup's warning 
about the workshop. He chuckles to himself quietly but the chuckles 
stop in his throat. He cursed every God there was in his head. He had 
forgotten to turn _him _off. He shuddered at what he might be coming 
home to. He certainly hoped he wouldn't have to clean blood out of 
his home; dry blood has a tendency to leave a permanent stain, 
especially in wood. Hiccup would have a bitch of a time cleaning that 
out. Not to mention, he would be short of 1 Astrid. He shivered for a 
second; whether it was from the cold of the air or from the thought 
of having to clean out what remained of Astrid out of his porch is 
unknown. 18 minutes was still a lot of time but he didn't want to 
spend 18 minutes in the air, despite how much his heart yearned for 
it. He needed to get back, before someone gets hurt. And he doubted 
that Astrid would be the victor. 

He changed course, opting to land in his own private little cove 
rather than in the middle of Berk like he had when he had to save 
Astrid. Well, then he was in a hurry. At this moment, he could take 
his sweet time. Minutes passed and once Hiccup got close enough, he 
saw strange things in his cove. Figures. Tents. People! Having 
already ran out of his more imaginative curses, he decided to keep it 
simple but it didn't stop him from making it long. Strategies started 
to form in his head. The one he chose was quite, theatrical. He 
looked down at his legs and disconnected the wing there, letting the 
fabric instantly roll back into the armor like a liquid. 

Now, he did the one thing he knew never to do. He nose-dived. He had 
to time his properly, if he didn't pull out in time, he would either 
slam full speed into the ground or, if he didn't adjust, he might 
just tear his wings. The Earth approached him ferociously, getting 
closer and closer and closer. He could see the figures more clearly 
now and he knew instantly what they were. Trouble. He smiled and he 
tucked his head in, picking up tremendous speed. He was already at 
the same altitude of Berk's highest mountain. He spared a glance 
towards his legs. The mechanical braces he installed should keep his 
legs from breaking, should the need ever arise. He quickly approached 
the top of the forest and, soon enough he had reached the cove. Time 
started to slow. Hiccup thrust his arms out, his descent slowed. 
Enough to give Hiccup time to execute his finishing move but not 
enough to make him into a target. He extended his right leg and moved 
his left leg back. As the ground rushed up the meet him, his right 
foot touched the ground first. His momentum kept him moving downwards 
and his left knee slammed into the ground, creating an almighty boom. 
The downdraft from his wings swept away the leaves and debris beneath 
him. Time resumed its normal pace. Hiccup, looking like a fallen 



angel surrounded by 2 knights and a nun. What a sight that must've 
been . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>If my description of this scene isn't clear or is just 
too vague or just not understandable, tell me. Somehow. Hope you 
liked it!<strong> 


28. Little Lockets 

**Author's Note: ****This chapter is quite short. Just wanted to put 
something out. Anyways, this chapter sees incredibly, incredibly 
minor usage of religious stuff like a bible and crucifix. Also, a nun 
gets shot in the face, whilst holding a bible and crucifix and that 
crucifix gets crushed and that bible is carved out. If you're 
offended by that in any way, shape or form, I apologise in 
advance ... * * 
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><p>One angel against two knights and nun. That hardly seems like a 
fair fight. For what seemed like ages. Hiccup remained still, 
kneeling down, arms spread and wings exposed. The knights made the 
first move. One of them wielded a heavy broadsword while the other 
carried a long war hammer, both forged from the finest steel they 
could afford. Fine steel would not be of any help in killing a seraph 
of heaven. Human hands would be unable to bringing down even the 
lowest of angels, and Hiccup has already past the lower rings of 
heaven. Hiccup examines his surroundings. Broadsword is to his right, 
war hammer behind him and nun directly ahead. Broadsword brings his 
weapon down, aiming for Hiccup's head, like an executioner bound to 
lob off a head. Hiccup rolls forward, dodging the honed blade, 
letting it smash uselessly across the stone floor of the cove. He 
pulls out of the roll and quickly brings out a pistol in his left 
hand. He rebounds back toward the knight, grabbing the helmet, 
pressing the barrel directly against the helmet's visor and pulls the 
trigger. The sound is resounding and enormous, as metal shears and 
blood and viscera give way to molten steel. The knight is knocked 
backwards by the shear force of the blast, his entire head having 
almost come off. War hammer is coming up for a swing but Hiccup 
sidesteps to the right, the hammer missing him entirely. Hiccup 
unsheathes his sword in the blink of an eye and drives it through the 
knight's thin visor, pushing it deep into the skull and severing the 
two hemispheres of the brain into nice little quarters. Hiccup pulls 
the blade out, gripping the handle with his right hand, as the knight 
slumps down to the ground, dead. Hiccup turns his head towards the 
nun. He approaches slowly, sword in one hand and smoking gun in the 
other. The nun doesn't even look scared. She grips the bible with one 
hand and raises a crucifix with the other. She smiles in the face of 
death. She does not stand a chance . He walks straight up to her, 
presses the hot barrel to her forehead and shoots her, boring a hole 
straight though her head, gore and liquefied brain matter bursting in 
a great red fountain. Blood stains the fallen angel. <p> 

Hiccup stooped down to pick up the bible that the nun was carrying, 
the bible and crucifix having been dropped to the ground. The dead 
aren't renowned for their ability to properly hold onto their 
belongings. He flipped it open and found the inside of the book 



carved out to carry a locket. It was beautiful, brilliantly crafted 
as well. Silver with an emerald, with intricate designs etched all 
across the metal. He took the locket, dropping the bible and opened 
it and paused. He closed it forcefully and stuffed it in a pocket. 

The locket was familiar all right. After all, he was the one who made 
it, though, where was the other? It was supposed to be a matching 
pair. Where was the other? 

He already knew who was behind this and a sick feeling began to rise 
in his gut. He tossed the bible away and crushed the crucifix beneath 
his feet. He wanted to throw up. He wanted to get home. Fuck 
land . 

He stripped himself of his armor and weapons and hid it in a small 
little niche in the wall of the cove. He was left with nothing but a 
rough, green tunic and long, thick trousers that felt too hot in this 
weather. He examined himself in the reflection of the pond. He 
frowned and attempted to spike up his hair, failing miserably. He 
dipped his hands into the water and brought it back to his hair, now 
his hair looked the way he wanted it to. His eyes looked to his 
clothes now. Green. Yay, he had always loved that color. Well, 
depending on where it was used, he would either hate it or love it. 

In this case, it looked great on him. He turned away and, in the 
corner of his eye, he saw something that caught his interest. He 
turned back around and, there, lying among the supplies that the 
knights had been kind enough to leave behind, was a brown furry vest. 
He raised an eyebrow and stalked across to it, picking it up in one 
hand. He held it up and, frowned, wondering why the hell anyone would 
leave a perfectly good vest behind. He looked around and put it on. 
Surprisingly, it felt good on him. Light, comfortable and won't get 
in the way. Good. He walked back over to the pond and examined 
himself. Doesn't he look dashing, eh? Certainly looks like it to him. 
He adjusted it for a split second and walked away, beginning the walk 
to Berk. Supplies would be easy to find. He hoped. If not, he could 
always find some other place. He sighed as he began his ascent. This 
felt like nothing, climbing up a sheer rock face. It paled in 
comparison to his other ascents. The heavens were always more 
majestic than this. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>You know dearest reader? I'm wondering if this thing is 
going to turn out to be an incredibly long story. I've been 
contemplating that and I'm not sure if it's a bad thing or a good 
thing. Thoughts? Anyways, I'm going to keep writing this for a while 
I would think, considering how long it takes for me to churn out just 
one chapter. Gods, I remember when I was actually productive with 
this. Hope you liked the chapter ! <strong> 


29. Remember Lykos? 

Hiccup looped around the back of the village, keeping to the forest 
and away from the houses, at least for now. He was glad his 
prosthesis didn't make any noise as he moved. Two months worth of 
food. He could possibly nick only a day's worth of food from the 
market so, that option had gone out the window. God, he had forgotten 
how hard this was. His best bet would most likely be someone's house, 
that or the village stores (stores as in storage) . Either way, it 
would be a bitch to get in. He groaned silently, not wanting to give 



away his position. He probably stuck out like a sore thumb anyways 
but why risk it? The village stores would most likely have guards and 
someone's house would definitely have someone in it. And what about 
the steel? The damned blacksmith wouldn't have any and he wouldn't 
even know how to make any in the first damned place. Once again, he 
groaned silently. Why does this have to be so hard? 

He passed another row of houses and picked the largest. The backdoor 
opened easily. Turns out, it was the chief's house. How did he know? 
Because the chief was still inside, enjoying himself a quick tankard 
of mead. He was facing away from Hiccup thankfully, so. Hiccup did 
what he had to. He knocked the large, towering chief out. It was 
easy. He snuck up behind him and a quick blow to the head. Hiccup 
prayed his didn't hit hard enough to do permanent damage. After all, 
village has to have a chief. He swung his head around to examine the 
inside of the house. The insides were unusually spacious for a Viking 
house, even though this was the chief's. The walls were adorned with 
shields of all designs, some painted in deep blues, others in bright 
reds and others still in the most bizarre ways. There was a purple 
shield at the very end of the row. The fireplace was burning, smoke 
rising lazily and logs fiery. The flames danced. The illumination in 
here wasn't as great as Hiccup had expected. No windows, no shafts of 
lights. Perhaps the chief wanted them closed for some reason. He then 
noticed something off over the fireplace. Small notches in the stone. 
Each carved with barely a space between them. There were at a 
thousand. Perhaps even more! Then, he noticed a pattern. Notches were 
separated into groups of 31 or 30. And these groups were lumped 
together in larger groups of 12. Then he realized what it was. 

Marking days. Marking years. Something built inside of him. Fear? Or 
was it dread? He quickly counted the large groups up, making the 
calculations in his head. Every single group he added to the count 
only made that sick feeling inside his stomach grow even further. 
Then, he finished his total. 8 years. It couldn't be. He then counted 
the more recent marks. His heart was pounding mercilessly against his 
ribcage, as if to burst from the inside out. Then, he stopped. 8 
years, 9 months, 21 days. Today was the day his village was raided 
and his mother died. He started to shake his head, tears springing to 
his eyes, sobs building in his chest. This couldn't be happening. 

This isn't real. No. No. NO! He cried out and slammed his fist 
against the stone of the fireplace chimney. The mortar holding it in 
place cracked and the stone shifted in its place. The entire chimney 
seemed to shake. 

His tears dried up and venom began to build in his throat. He looked 
at the unconscious chief lying on the floor. He was a large man, 
heavily stocked and with a thick beard and braids in his hair. 
Thoughts of torture and pain raced through his mind. Hiccup felt 
anger grow inside of him, hot flames burning within him, rage that 
Hiccup had only felt on two occasions in his short life. He stared at 
the chief with contempt and hatred. And in that moment, he let 
himself go. He suddenly knew why Berk looked so hostile to him, why 
he hated every second here. He looked again to the walls. There! The 
village's emblem! He had seen that emblem before but he just couldn't 
place it! It was there the day his village was raided! Memories of 
pain and suffering flashed through his mind. Those weren't bandits! 
Hiccup's face twisted into a maelstrom of so many emotions combined 
into one. Anger, sadness, sorrow, rage, confusion and excitement and 
so much more. It was indescribable how Hiccup was feeling. Every 
nerve and fiber of his being ached for Hell. His body yearned for 
blood. His hands twitched, eager for the kill. Even his prosthesis 



seemed to glow with deadly energy. He looked back down at the chief 
again and, for a brief second, he smiled. He picked the unconscious 
chief up and put him in a chair. Hiccup picked up the empty tankard 
and walked over the keg of mead in the corner of the chief's house. 

No longer did Hiccup care for supplies or whatever. He wanted 
bloody-damn revenge. 

He filled it to the brim and took a sip, frowning. Shite stuff this 
is. Hiccup spat it out onto the floor and walked back over to the 
chief. He splashed the chief's face with the mead and he spluttered 
awake. He was confused for a second, not recognizing the strange man 
in front of him, "Hey, what are you doing here?" The chief couldn't 
even see the fist that came barreling towards him. Hiccup's fist 
connected with the chief's skull and sent him out of the chair, 
hurtling to the ground. Hiccup didn't even hold back. Maybe he had 
broken the chief's jaw? He had hoped not. He wanted the chief to 
talk. "Do you know who I am?" 

"What? I don'ta€l" Hiccup's foot connected with the chief's ribs. He 
could feel one crack. Pain flared in the chief's body. 

"Answer me." Hiccup's voice was low, almost like a dragon. Course, 
dragons weren't real, "ANSWER ME!" He roared, not caring if anyone 
heard . 

"No! I DON'T KNOW YOU! Who area€ 1 " Punch, kick, lift. Hiccup was now 
holding the man who must've weighed twice as much as he did off the 
ground. He looked the chief in the eyes and tossed him back at the 
chair. It broke underneath the weight of the chief combined with the 
force of the throw. Hiccup held nothing back. Even his prosthesis 
flowed with him, it seemed to have a mind of its own and this mind 
wanted blood as well. 

"What's your name?" Hiccup's voice was low again, deeper, 
quieter . 

"Stoic! Please! What do you want? I've done nothing." The chief 
almost seemed to be pleading. He was drunk. Hiccup could smell it. 
This would be fun. 

"Done nothing? Doesn't seem like ita€ 1 Stoic. You remember don't you? 
What happened eight years ago?" Hiccup was being vague on purpose. It 
was more dramatic to have the man figure it out by himself. 

"No, I don'ta€l" Kick. Kick. Lift, toss, break table. Stoic was 
coughing, reeling from the attacks that had come his way, "Look, I 
don't know what you're talking about." 

"Really? Does Lykos Island ring any bells?" Of all the times for 
Hiccup to remember what his home island was named. Lykos. 

"Lykos?" The chief paused. Sudden realization dawned upon him, "You! 
You were there!" "There? I lived through it." Hiccup stalked his way 
over to the chief and paused over him. 

He walked over to the mead keg, lifted it up and hefted it up, "I was 
that little boy." Hiccup stopped in front of the chief and raised the 
keg even higher, "Who you trapped under a burning house." And brought 
the keg slamming down onto the chief's legs. The chief cried out in 
pain, shouting and yelling curses. Everyone would've heard by now. 



"And who you forced to watch his mother being raped and made to cut 
his own damned leg off!" To emphasize. Hiccup drove the end of his 
prosthesis into the chief's back. Another cry of pain. He lifted the 
chief up once more and tossed him towards the row of shields he had 
on the wall. A heavy thud ran through the air and the shields 
clattered down with him, the clang clang clang of metal on metal. The 
chief seemed to be panicking now. In haste, the chief grabbed a 
shield off the floor and was now using it to defend himself. He held 
the shield between himself and Hiccup. Funny. It was the purple 
shield. Hiccup leaped toward him, grabbing the edge of the shield and 
tearing it out of the chief's hands. The chief seemed dumbfounded and 
Hiccup used the chief's confusion to smash his across the face with 
his new weapon. Once again the chief was on the floor, belly up. 
Hiccup raised his prosthesis and sent it slamming onto the chief's 
foot, breaking the bones in it. More cries. More curses. He raised it 
again and broke the bones in the other foot. Yet more cries and yet 
more screams. Was the chiefa€ 1 Crying? All this was bringing a smile 
to Hiccup's face. He didn't even care that Astrid was from this 
village. In fact, when he got back, he might even kill her too. Or 
set his monster upon her. Or toss her out into the sea. Darkness 
clouded his thoughts but Hiccup embraced that darkness. Welcome old 
friend. And one more time. Hiccup picked the chief up, raised him 
over his head and tossed him through the door, the wood splintering 
and giving way under the sheer force of the throw, the chief's weight 
only made it easier. Out into the open. Everyone should see this. 
Might as well. It could be the last thing they see before he 
slaughters them all. Just as they did to his island. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Litt le long (in my standards that is but I think you 
deserve it after how long it took me to update this damned thing. 
Hope you liked it! Also, this fight scene isn't as detailed as I 
wanted but I didn't want it to be. I'm so tired right now and I 
haven't slept in ages. Good bye ladies and gentlemen and to all a 
good night (or day or morning, depending on when you're reading 
this ) . <strong> 


30. The Holy and Unholy Brothers 

**Author's Note: I'm sorry for how long this took, I know, it's been 
a long while but here's a new chapter. More will be out soon 
(hopefully) . I apologise for any inconvenience caused. Also, look! 
It's the thirtieth chapter! Hooray!** 

■jk" "jk" "jk" 


><p>The village was thrown into an unbearable silence as the chief 
was thrown through the door of his own home. The clangs of the 
smithy, the noise of the market, even, it seemed, the song that the 
birds sang high above the ground. They all watched with mouth's agape 
and eyes transfixed on the scene before them, as the chief was 
interrupted from his ritualistic solitude he performed every year. 

And from the depths of the house, emerged a tall stranger, eyes 
filled with a fiery hell. He stalked his way over to the chief and, 
as if the hulking man weighed naught, he picked him up and held him 
over his head, as gracefully as a dancer might do his partner. And 
with one fluid motion, brought him slamming down onto the hard dirt. 

A sickening crunch and thud rang through the air. Gaps of shock and 



cries of outrage rang throughout the village. Hiccup could hear the 
clanking of metal as the villagers took up arms. Taking advantage of 
the delay, he decided to monologue, "Do you know who I am? Do you 
know why I'm here?! I want you to remember this name when you die! 
REMEMBER LYKOS ! "<p> 

The first attacker came from a house directly opposite the chief's. 
The man that emerged was built in the same way every other man was in 
this village. Top-heavy, bulky and hulking. In his hand, a shield and 
a hammer, helmet adorning his head. The man came in for a swing, 
bringing it downwards. Hiccup side-stepped the incoming blow and sent 
his right elbow driving towards the man's exposed facing, catching 
him in the nose, breaking it; following up with a left open-handed 
smash to the nose, shattering whatever still left in there. Hiccup's 
right hand returned, grabbing the man's helmet and ripping it off, 
before backhanding the metal across the man's face. 

The second wave consisted of three men, each armed differently. One 
with a long straight sword, another with a short dagger and the last 
with a long, thin curved blade. Curve comes in first, swiping at 
Hiccup's head. Hiccup ducks beneath the blade, catching Curve's arm 
as he does so. With the other hand. Hiccup yanks the grip out of 
Curve's grip and sends the pommel striking into Curve's eye. Straight 
comes in at the same time as Dagger, Dagger to the left and Straight 
from the right. Straight stabs at Hiccup's side and Dagger lunges for 
Hiccup's face. Hiccup, parries. Straight's sword, pushing him towards 
Dagger, whose blade drives into Straight's eye, the both of them not 
having enough time to slow. Screams fill the air as Straight pulls 
himself off of Dagger's blade. Hiccup finishes the both of them with 
a quick swipe across the neck. 

The third wave is trickier. 4 men emerge from a far street armed with 
long bows, while 2 men approach from closer range, both with swords. 
As the bowmen line their shots and pull back the drawstring. Hiccup 
dashes for the closer targets. One swipes for Hiccup, Hiccup ducking 
beneath the blade once again, and drives the blade into the man's 
side, lodging the blade between the vertebrae of the man's spine, 
paralyzing him. Hiccup's free arm wraps around the man's neck and 
turns him so his chest faces the archers just as they release their 
arrows. The man is turned into a porcupine. The second man bellows 
something incomprehensible and launches a flurry of downward slashes. 
Hiccup dodges each, sidestepping as he went. As the second man tired 
and the archer's lined up for a second volley. Hiccup dashed for the 
man, dodging another slash and drives the sword into the man's gut, 
impaling him. He draws it out and sends a quick stab upwards, 
entering the left lung and piercing the heart. He grabbed the man's 
tunic and draws himself and the corpse downward, another cascade of 
arrows touching down. He pushes the corpse off of him and quickly 
gets up, staring a dead-fast sprint towards the archers. 

Another wave appears from the nearby houses. Hiccup dispatches them 
quickly and without mercy. Swipe, kick, stab, kill. The archers fire 
another barrage. Hiccup dashes and makes a roll to the right, 
narrowly avoiding the arrows as they rain down. He takes off once 
again . 

He closes the distance between him and archers in the blink of an 
eye, moving faster than the archers could even react. The archers are 
arrayed in a straight line of 5 men. Bad move. Hiccup goes for the 
man furthest to the right. He slams his foot into the man's knee. 



breaking it with a sickening crunch, making him go down. He plunges 
his blade into the man's neck, squeezing between the vertebrae, a 
spout of blood erupting into the air. The body goes limp and Hiccup 
uses him as a meat-battering ram, slamming the heap of meat into his 
fellow comrades, knocking them off of their feet. He takes down two 
archers this way. He drops the body and dashes for the remaining two, 
swiping a fallen bow on his way. He jumps, twirling one end of the 
bow through the air and sending it crashing onto the man's face, 
snapping the wood of the bow and knocking him unconscious. Hiccup 
takes the splintered, battered half piece of bow and drives it 
straight through the last man's eye. Hiccup pushes even harder and it 
goes straight into the skull and into the brain. He dies and slumps 
to the ground. 

Across the village, families begin to shut themselves in their homes, 
barricading their doors, to save themselves of the beast that now 
roams just outside. 

Mind in a rage. Hiccup goes for the nearest household, unknowing that 
the door is blocked. He tries kicking it but all he does it splint 
the wood and cause a shriek of fear from the inside. The family was 
huddled as far away from the door as possible. Hiccup whirls his head 
around and sees the smithy and the blacksmith's forge still a blaze. 
Something clicks in his head, and he strides there with purpose, long 
and with grace. As he enters the smithy's shop, he takes off the 
unlit torch from its brazier and lights it in the fires of the forge, 
the torch now crackling in his hand as the flames dance. Hiccup's 
eyes are ablaze with fury and he strides back over the house 
previously. They burnt his village down, now he burns theirs. 

He turns to the other houses, seeing people nervously peeking out to 
look at him, to see if he had left. He shouts in his loudest voice, 
"People of Berk! Eight years ago! Your men burnt down my village! Now 
the son has returned, to bring the flames of vengeance!" And he tips 
the torch towards the wood of the house but just before he sets the 
place ablaze, he hears a voice coming from inside. It was soft, 
scared, but soft. High, with the innocent touch of a child. A girl. 
She was asking her parents whether or not they would see each other 
in Valhalla. Not loud that she was shouting, but loud enough. Hiccup 
swallowed, taking in what he was doing. He turned around, to see the 
bodies of the men he had just killed and he paused. 

A voice popped in his head. The voice of Vengeance, of Chaos and 
Destruction. Another voice appeared, this was the voice of Mercy, the 
voice of Order and Justice. They all emerge from the darkness of his 
mind. Vengeance dressed in bright crimson red. His brother Justice 
was clothed in divine whites. The Holy and Unholy brothers have 
arrived, the two inseparable from one another, "Burn it down, go 
ahead. This is what they did to your village. Go ahead, just a little 
bit further, burn this place to the ground!" Goes Vengeance. 

"Kill the chief and move on. Justice will be done." Is the cruel and 
cold voice of Justice, "Let us be rid of this place 
forever . " 

"That's not enough!" Cries out Vengeance, "These people are not 
innocent! They killed your mother! They raped your mother! And they 
forced you to cut off your own leg! Go ahead, just set this place 
ablaze! You'll feel much better afterwards." 



"Enough! Let us be gone of this island brother, kill the chief and 
move on . " 

"Burn the village. Burn it to the ground." His mind erupts into war, 
into pandemonium as he contemplates on what to do. Who does he listen 
to? Brother Vengeance or Justice? Order or Chaos? Exact terrible 
revenge or be the better man? Rage leant for Vengeance, his heart 
leant for mercy and his mind voted for Justice. Listen to me, calls 
out Vengeance as he beckons Hiccup to come closer. 

Do not! Eor he leads to evil! Advises the Voice of Order 

Brother, kill the chief. He deserves it. Let Righteousness be had and 
let us go, dictates Justice. They start to clamor, all of them over 
who should be the one to win over Hiccup. But, they need not bicker. 
He has already made up his mind. 

Hiccup looked around, at the devastation he caused. He killed men, 
men with families, and children and wives. Oh god, what would Astrid 
think of him. He looked at the torch in his hand and placed it on the 
ground, before stamping the flames out with his boot. He takes one 
last look around and runs, runs towards the cove. 

Before leaving though, he picks up the chief, puts him on his 
shoulder and whisks him away. Berk is safe. Eor now. 


31 . Lick 

**Author's Note: You've heard at least 30 apologies for taking 
forever to update and you're probably expecting another one. Well, 
you'll get one at the bottom of chapter. ** 

**In this "Author's Note", I'm here to talk about what happened a few 
days ago. So, one day, I'm happily putting off writing this chapter 
then I get a message from a Mr. Risgord (I don't know if you're 
reading this now) concerning a possible comic of this story. 

>At first, I thought it was a prank, because I literally only started 
writing this because I was bored and expected nothing to come of it. 

I haven't heard a response from him yet so that means one of three 
things : <strong> 

**A) It actually is a prank and he's laughing his ass off at the fact 
that I took a long time composing a pretentious-sounding, shite 
letter of response ** 

**B) He's dead** 

**C) my response didn't go through because my internet provider is a 
lazy arsehole and I should've gotten a better package** 

**My money's on A. ** 

**And if you actually gave a damn about what I just wrote here, then 
you deserve a cookie! Have one on me, that and an Irish Coffee! (Next 
time: A joke involving the Irish loving their whisky because I love 
making fun of my neighbours and why the fuck not?)** 



><p>Hiccup reached the cove, dropping his knocked-out passenger onto 
the ground. He dashed over to the little niche where he had stashed 
his gear. With quick moves and nimble fingers, he already had his 
suit of armor back on, weapons strapped across his body. He looked 
towards the chief and groaned. He would have to carry the bastard all 
the way up.<p> 

Hiccup ascended into the Airship and tossed the unconscious chief 
onto the floor, sighing as he did so as the weight of the man was no 
longer on his shoulders. He quietly chuckled to himself as he 
imagined what Astrid's reaction would be to him dragging in her chief 
unconscious. Then he really thought about that would happen. What 
would she do? Oh gods, this isn't going to be fun at all. He closed 
the hatch and stretched, leaning backwards and forwards, cracking his 
knuckles all the way. He took a sharp breath of air through the nose 
and shook his head, trying to clear his head. He sat on the metal 
flooring, mouth suddenly dry. Where would he get the supplies from 
now? Berk was out of the question definitely and it didn't seem like 
he was ever going to come back. He sighed heavily and rose, walking 
into his quarters. 

He headed towards the desk and reached into the mess of parchment and 
papers beneath. After blindly running his hands over every document 
there, he finally found what he was searching for. As he drew it out 
and blew off the dust, he spread it over the table. A map, detailed, 
brilliantly drawn and one hundred percent accurate. Perks of flight 
meant you could see everything just the way they were. He found Berk 
and his eyes darted across the map, trying to find any other nearby 
islands that would suit his needs. He absentmindedly ran his finger 
over the paper, feeling his way through the numerous isles that 
filled these oceans. He found one though, in the end, and he headed 
to the cabin. Taking his place at the wheel, he spun the Airship 
around and set off. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Back at his island, Astrid slowly woke, forcing open one eye then 
the other. For a few seconds, she had no recollection of where she 
was, what she was doing or even who she was. The sudden realization 
that she was naked, hanging upside down brought her memories coming 
back in full force. She groaned and tried not to void the contents of 

her stomach. Where the hell was she? The room she was in was 

completely unfamiliar; it wasn't Hiccup's room that was for sure. 

Hot, incredibly so. Sweat rolled down her body in thick and numerous 
rivulets. The air was permeated with humidity. It was illuminated by 
a single glowing orb at the center of the room, dimly lighting the 
room. There wasn't even a damn door! Her legs were tied together, 
with thick yet smooth rope, having a texture that was soft and silky. 

Completely different to the rough and coarse rope she was used to. At 

least they wouldn't leave a mark, she thought optimistically; smile 
quickly appearing on her face before disappearing just as fast. She 
pulled herself up so that her face was in line with the ropes holding 
her in the place. Using one arm to wrap around her legs, she quickly 
went to work trying to undo the knots keeping her there. <p> 

For a few minutes, she struggled with the knots and rope, tongue 
absentmindedly stick out of the corner of her mouth as her fingers 
darted over, under and past the rope. Just before she undid the last 
knot, she gripped the ropes tightly. As the last knot came, her legs 
dropped away and she hung in the air, body gently swinging back and 



forth. She let go and gracefully dropped the ground. If by 
gracefully; you mean like a rock dropping from a cliff. Her legs gave 
out underneath her and she fell to the ground, grunting as she hit 
the cold stone floor. She came to the conclusion that she had been 
hanging for a while. Her legs were numb. Groaning and pulling herself 
up, she stretched her limbs. She jogged in spot for a second, getting 
blood back into her legs . 

As she did, she examined her surroundings. Stone blocks with mortar 
to hold them in place, there 'd be no getting out of here. Panic began 
to set in. How would she get out? "HEELLLLOOOO ! " She called out; 
cupping her hands around her mouth, "HICCUP! HELP!" Nothing. Silence. 
Astrid wiped at her brow but only achieving to get sweat in her eyes. 
Stinging, she forced them shut for a moment and reopened them. She 
got as close to the wall as possible, her eyes glued to them as she 
tried to find a way out. A button or lever or a crack or anything at 
all! Her fingers made their way across the uneven surfaces, feeling 
for anything out of place, anything that could help her escape. All 
she got for it were fingers covered in dust. 

Eor minutes or hours she groped her way around the walls, trying to 
find an exit but found nothing. Panic that was only barely noticeable 
was now screaming, tearing at her mind, growing even stronger as the 
seconds ticked by. She pounded on the walls and called out for help, 
only to find nothing had changed. Eear gripped her mind and she 
jumped at her own shadows, thinking them to be ghouls or specters. 

Her breathing was uncontrolled and loud, blood pounding in her ears. 
Her heart thumped against her ribcage, almost like it was trying to 
get out as well. 

After another eternity, every sound made her heart skip a beat and 
her legs tremble. She confined herself to a corner, knees drawn up to 
her chest. She pounded in vain against the stone bricks, as if trying 
to dislodge them from their place. She began to feel dehydrated, body 
weakening at every passing minute. Her throat and mouth were parched, 
devoid of moisture despite the sheer quantity of it around her. She 
began to see things. Her parents, her friends. Hiccup. They all 
swirled in her vision, blinking into and out of existence at a whim 
and fancy. She couldn't swallow. Every time she blinked, a sharp stab 
of horror entered her mind, thinking that a ghastly, stone 
monstrosity would appear and attack her while her eyes were closed. 
Every dark corner of the room seemed to hide untold dangers and 
unseen monsters . 

Then, she heard something. Not something her fevered mind had dreamt 
up, not some figment of her imagination. It was something real. A 
horrible grinding sound, stone on stone or metal on metal. A segment 
of the wall furthest from her started to sink into the ground. Harsh, 
blinding light flooded the room and Astrid forced herself to look 
away, eyes slowly adjusting to the light. She heard footsteps and 
rushed towards the light, "Hiccup! Hiccup! You're back!" The 
footsteps stopped and so did she, "Hiccup?" On cue, a low-slung 
silhouette appeared. Her eyes widened to the size of a tankard and 
she flung herself backwards, crawling back into her corner. Eear 
gripped every part of her and she tried to shield herself from it, 
arms spread across her face. She heard the hideous thing stalk it's 
way toward her and she felt it suddenly stop in front of her. She 
prepared herself, saying a quick prayer to all the gods she could 
think of. Suddenly, she felt arm get licked. And again. And again. 
Slowly, she forced opened her eyes, drew away her arms and she was 



greeted by a great, animal tongue slavering her face. What a complete 
change of situations, she thought with her eyes shut; first I expect 
the gates of Valhalla. Now, I get to be slobbered on. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxstrong>Once again, apologies for the late chapter. You'll get 
your Irish joke next chapter. Hopefully it's good, you enjoy it and 
no one rings up the IRA about it. <strong> 


32. Talking to Ghosts 

**Eh! Would you look at that? Chapter that doesn't take two weeks 
come up? What? Do my eyes deceive me? Yeah, well, I was bored at work 
again so I decided to take a break. Sure is convenient when your boss 
turns out to be you eh? Anyways, enjoy! Warning, the story's starting 
to kick up (I think) so if you have a little difficulty 
understanding, then I'm sorry and I'll try to explain it to you... 
Somehow. ENJOY! ** 

**P.S. I decided to add in magical/mystical elements to this story 
because you already have an airship, pistols and a floating island 
during the Viking Era. Why not magic? I hope I don't regret this 
decision, I really do. If the magic just overcomplicates everything, 
tell me. I'm open to criticism. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The wet tongue that was smearing Astrid with saliva disappeared 
and Astrid forced her eyes open. Two pairs of great, green eyes 
stared back into hers. She almost leapt in shock but she restrained 
herself. As the eyes back away and she finally got a better look of 
whatever it was that was standing in front of her. It was a massive 
thing, long and large, blacker than night. It, whatever it was, 
walked on four legs, its skin wasn't even skin at all but metal 
plates, heavy looking plates that looked as if they were able to flex 
and bend. It was almost like an oversized dog, except this dog was 
fabricated from metal and gears, instead of flesh and bone. A massive 
wing sprouted from both sides of the thing's body, sharp spines 
covered its back. Its head was almost triangular, oblique and sharp. 
In the background, she could hear a faint whirring sound and every 
time it moved, even if it was miniscule, a click emanated from its 
alloyed body. It looked at her, staring right at her. It titled its 
head ever-so-slight ly to the left, f laps-f or-ears flopping to the 
left as well. Astrid frowned and, out of curiosity, she reached her 
hand out to feel its snout. It opened its metallic mouth and, instead 
of the expected row of fangs, there was nothing. The innards were 
smooth and charred black, just like the rest of it. Her hand hovered 
near the mouth, "Huh, toothless? I could've sworn you hada€ 1 " 
Suddenly, the row of fangs she had so expected sprouted in the 
thing's mouth and she instantly withdrew her hand, out of fear of 
losing it, "What are you?"<p> 

Hiccup groaned, head resting on his desk, an unconscious body tied to 
his bed. This certainly was familiar, he thought, although this time 
the unconscious body wasn't Viking teenager, just barely growing into 
adulthood. This was a fully-grown Viking man, the chief no less that 
was tied up. Hiccup shook his head, rubbing his brow against the 
rough wood of the desk, groaning once again. Nothing was ever simple. 



not since he first step foot on Berk. Astrid, James, the arena fight, 
the knights and now this heavy bastard, "Should've just left him back 
there," He muttered, "Should've left him. Would've been easier." He 
complained . 

"Ahh yes, it would have." Brother Order has decided to reappear, his 
rough and uncaring voice filling Hiccup's ears, "You should've just 
ended his life and be done with it. Justice would be had. Instead you 
take the poor man hostage and to do what I wonder." 

"Shut your trap Brother." Hiccup turned in his chair, expecting to 
see Order's apparition. Nothing there. Turning back, he looked down 
at the wooden desk. Instinctively, his fingernail began to carve a 
drawing into the wood. 

"Don't listen to him Brother," Brother Chaos joins the fray. Hiccup 
turns again but Brother Chaos does not appear. 

"If you ghosts are trying to haunt me, at least show yourselves." 
Hiccup says to thin air. 

"As you wish." They both concede . Slowly, the two holy and unholy 
bodies appear, fading into Hiccup's vision. But, there is someone new 
here. A third brother, dressed in deathly black. 

"What is he doing here?" Hiccup calls out. 

"Do you so readily forget the past that you don't recall your 
position on the council?" Asks Brother Order, his head tilting in 
questioning, "Do you not remember what we used to do Brother?" 

"I remember; there's not enough mead or ale in the world to drown 
what we've done." Hiccup says solemnly. Should the chief decide to 
wake up, it would be an odd sight indeed. To see a man talking to 
thin air, responding to unheard question and conversing with ghosts 
unseen, "Doesn't mean I want to see you sorry cunts again though. 
You're all dead for a reason." 

"So why do you deserve to live and we don't?" Brother Chaos, "Why are 
you so much more important than us Brother Death?" 

"Don't call me that." Hiccup hisses, like a bat scaring from the 
light, "That's not me anymore." 

"Yet you try to burn down an entire village." Brother Chaos 
retorts . 

"Shut up!" Hiccup leaps from his chair, pointing at the apparitions 
accusingly, "Brother Death is no more, just like the rest of you in 
the League. That has passed on to some other sorry soul. And I don't 
deserve to live more than any of you. I only lived because I happened 
to not be anywhere near that accursed place when the knights stormed 
in. Brothers, you all could've lived as well! It's not my fault you 
died . " 

"You could've saved us. Brother. You could've saved the Council and 
the League." Speaks Brother Order, stepping forward from the rigid 
line that aligned the three of them, "You were the best fighter of us 
all. Brutal, precise and deadly. That was why you were crowned 
Brother Death. You were the Harbinger of Death, his champion. Death's 



Left Hand. You could've saved all of us." 

"You think I didn't try?" Hiccup shouts at them, silly as it may 

sound, "You think I didn't fucking try? By the time I got back you 

were all fucking dead! I can't raise the dead. That was _not my _job, 
my job was to kill, _Kane . _0r have you so forgotten?" Hiccup spits, 

voice sharper than a blade with a touch of venom. 

"Kane is no more. Brother Death. Our names have been erased from the 
histories, done so by the Crusaders. All that remains of us are our 
titles. Brothers Death, Chaos and Order as well as Sister Fate. Even 
your name is gone from the walls of the Archives." Order speaks, his 
voice seeming to calm the band of brothers. 

"Ah yes, I was wondering when you'd mention her. Where is she then? 
Didn't she die with the rest of you?" Hiccup asks, throwing his arms 
out in interrogation. 

"We know not of what happened to Sister Fate. We assumed she died as 
well." Brother Chaos says, he too has broken from the rigid line, and 
was now lazily leaning against the wall of the Airship. 

"Then where's her fucking spirit, ghost shit?" Hiccup gestured 
towards the empty lot of space next to the black-dressed apparition, 
"Weren't we bonded in that way? Isn't that how the magyk 
works ? " 

"You never were one for sorcery." Mutters Brother Order, shaking his 
head sadly, "Machinery was your speciality. The bond that was placed 
on us links us in death and in life. If she were dead then she would 
be here and if she were alive then she would be here. Unfortunately, 
that does not seem to be the case." 

"The Hell does that mean? All this magyk shit always confused me." 
Hiccup pleads for an explanation. 

"Someone has broken the bond. That takes one of two things, a skilled 
enchanter or some powerful dark magyks . " Brother Order explains, 
"Either way, the bond was meant to be permanent. If it was removed 
then it is unlikely that the Sister would remain to be pleasant 
company." Hiccup's mind flashed back to the locket he had found on 
the nun. It wasn't possible. She was dead, he was sure of that. She 
couldn't be alive. 

"Tell me this Brothers, if someone has undone the bond, what does 
that do to her?" 

"Who knows?" Brother Order says bored, "It might shatter her mind, 
send her into a fit on uncontrollable rage. It might've even broken 
her conscious. Might've killed her too." He picks something out from 
under his fingernail. Trust us Brother Death, it is unlikely Camicaze 
remains the same woman she was." Hiccup swallowed hard and his 
expression turned grim, "What? Something to add?" 

"She's alive." Hiccup breathed, "She's alive and I know who undid the 
bond . " 

"Well, go ahead, we're waiting." 


"The Church did it." 



"Don't be crazy. They're Christians, Christians hate magyk . That's 
why they came after us in the first place." Brother Chaos says 
skeptically, "It's also unlikely that the pope would be using black 
magyk as well. Can you imagine the bastard dressed up in black and 
spouting ancient chants? I can't." 

"I found the locket." This gets the brothers attentions instantly, 

"It was with a pair of knights that were hunting for me. They've done 
something to her; it's the only way that they would ever be able to 
get that locket." 

"They could've just raped and killed her. Ever thought of that?" 
Brother Chaos looks away from his fingernails to look at Hiccup's 
face, finding it to be filled with rage, he immediately added, "I 
didn't mean that Hiccup but what are we going to do about it? It's 
not like she's causing anyone any harm. Look, you're still alive. I 
suggest you ignore it. You've got a new girl to fuck now." He says 
plainly . 

"If you're referencing Astrid, we're not fucking each other." 

"Then explain this, " Vengeance coughs and clears his throat, "Ooohhh 
Hiccup." His voice was now feminine, an exact replica of 
Astrid ' s . 

"Don't ever do that again." Hiccup said, shuddering. 

"Fine, but you get my point. Leave it be. Now, I suggest you get a 
move on. Doesn't seem like chiefy McFatass over there is going to 
stay asleep for much longer." And with that, the apparitions 
disappeared, fading into nothingness. Hiccup stood there for a few 
moments before sitting back down. He ran his fingers through his hair 
and groaned. Why does everything have to keep getting more 
complicated? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><strongXstrong>What do you think about Toothless' reveal? Good, 
not good. Tell me all about it, I can always improve. 

<strong>* * 

**Also, I've finally gotten some time to watch HTTYD 2! Absolutely 
loved it! Can't believe I didn't get enough time to see it earlier 
but I'm glad I put off some time to get around to it.** 


33. Band of Strangers 

**Whoo! Another chapter! Amazing, me being productive for once! 
Anyways, I don't know if this streak of productivity will last. 

Bloody work calls! I've got another fecking business trip coming soon 
and it's a bloody long one so don't start expecting daily chapters 
from now on. Anyways, don't let that worry you, enjoy.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup descended from his Airship, for the thousandth time. Only 
this time, on this occasion, he had a bad feeling. Something churning 
inside his heart unlike anything he felt before. His mind advised 



against setting foot on this place. He grimaced and kept going 
anyways. As he dropped through the cloud covers, the island suddenly 
appeared before him, stretching out towards the horizon. It was 
another Viking village, home to men and women of massive proportions. 
Their chief (Hiccup had long forgotten her name, it was something 
starting with a B) easily dwarfed Stoic in size. Despite the men 
being large, something about the island caused their women to end up 
being even larger, standing one, two or even three full heads taller 
than the tallest man. They were intimidating, that much was for sure. 
Aside from intimidating women, this island was also famous for its 
particularly tasty boar. He could get a pallets' worth of it from 
different sources, haul it back up to the Airship. He would also need 
steel. He chuckled slightly. Steel. That was what started him on this 
crazy journey. He had landed on Berk for the express need of steel 
and ended upa€ 1 Well, he knew where he ended up.<p> 

The village was unlike Berk's, except the houses were all much 
larger, to compensate for the height differences. He could see the 
smithy's furnace was burning, thick black smoking snaking into the 
sky . 

Hiccup set down in the forest, touching down lightly. He unattached 
the hook from his belt and secured it to a particularly thick tree, 
wrapping it around the base. Just before he set off, a little voice 
in the back of his head nagged, "Be careful Hiccup." 

"Fuck off Brother." He mumbled before setting off in the general 
direction of the village. 

Hiccup was dressed in the same outfit he had when he dropped down 
onto Berk. He called it his _traveller's kit_. Rough green tunic, 
brown vest and a heavy leather overcoat. Sword and sheath, knife in 
the sole of his boot, flash powder, throwing knives and pistols, all 
tucked away. He took the precaution of wearing of gloves; it would 
help him keep hold of his weapons when his hands might be slick with 
human gore. He kept his mask safely tucked in his overcoat as well, 
if things ever escalate. 

He made his way through the forest, ducking underneath low branches. 
This time, he took great care in covering his tracks. He already had 
one Viking girl on his hands; he didn't need another one following 
him again. The air was fresh and the sun shone down from the thin 
canopy. Beams of light highlighted floating motes of dust, gently 
floating down and out of sight. Hiccup's prosthesis started to squeak 
and he cringed every time he put it down. He would have to find 
something to lubricate it; it's been a while. 

As he entered the village from the forest, it turned out that it was 
completely abandoned. He couldn't see it from the way down but the 
entire village was sacked with surgical precision. Every house had 
their door kicked down, belongings lying in the streets. The thing 
that bothered Hiccup the most was the fact that there were no bodies. 
He could spot a splattering of blood here and there but there weren't 
any bodies. He thought about who would be this precise, this 
surgical. Not slavers. They would take prisoners but not an entire 
village. Children maybe but it's unlikely that they would be able to 
clear out an entire village, especially this village. 


This village was arranged in tiers but rank didn't effect where you 
were placed on it. The tiers were laid side by side and each rising 



by 10 metres each time. They rose from the sea and the rows ended at 
tier 5. The houses were packed close and tight, barely any clearance 
between them. The only way down the tiers were at the far end of the 
village, only one main stairway that leads up and down. Hiccup was at 
the highest tier. The mead hall was at the far end, at the very top 
of the steps while two storey houses aligned the streets. 

He made his way through carefully, cautiously. There were still 
people here, the smoke coming from the smithy proved that. He went 
from house to house and peered inside, trying to peer through the 
darkness. Each house was empty. Only when he approached the mead hall 
did he notice something truly odd. Blood seeped through the bottom of 
the two great doors that led into the massive wooden building. He 
made sure that was no one around and, with one great push, the doors 
swung open. 

Hiccup, very unlike of himself, immediately voided the contents of 
his stomach though he hadn't eaten much at all, meaning what spewed 
from his mouth was mainly watery bile. He wiped away at his mouth and 
looked in shock at what he was seeing. This isn't possible. Everyone. 
Everyone in the village was in here, pinned to the wall through their 
throats. Long spears wedged into the wall and emerging from each of 
their necks; all of the men and women and children alike. He shook 
his head. This wasn't possible. No. Who would be this brutal? 

"Not used to the sight of slaughter? Has it been that long?" Brother 
Chaos walks past Hiccup and enters the mead hall. The tables, benches 
and normal furnishing of a mead hall were all gone, discarded and 
reduced to rubble, "Whoever did this was very methodical, very 
precise." Chaos examines the bodies closest to the ground, "In the 
exact same spot every time, just above the _laryngeal prominence, 
_goes straight through the trachea andaC 1 " He seems to pass through 
the bodies, "The blade passed clean through sixth and seventh 
vertebrae. Each and every time. They seem to be devotees of your work 
Brother Death." 

"Ia€l" Was all Hiccup could choke out. This was animalistic! Who in 
the world could've done something like this? The blood of an entire 
village was pooling on the floor, creating an entire lake of blood. 

He looked down and saw it staining his boots 

"The blood is fresh Brother! They couldn't have died less than an 
hour ago." Calls out Brother Chaos. He jumped back and looked around 
in utter disbelief. He saw that the fire at the smithy was still 
burning. He walked down the steps, going down to the third tier, the 
one where the smithy was built upon. 

Stepping foot on the row. Hiccup could see that there were people 
there. 3 strangers dressed in leather, swords at their hips and a 
dagger across their chest. 

He quick ducked into an abandoned house, to avoid being seen. The 
darkness enveloped him and for a moment, he was blind. His eyes 
adjusted quickly enough but now he was trapped. He couldn't leave, 
lest he be spotted. Brother Order decides to appear now, squatting as 
Hiccup was. Hiccup looked up at him and hissed quietly, "What are you 
doing here? Why are you both here?" 


"We are here to help Brother Death. It appears you are the last 
living member of the Council. We are bound to make sure you remain 



living for as long as possible." 


"You want to help? What's the incantation for Seer's Vision?" 

"I've forgotten Brother." 

"Fat fucking load of help you are." Hiccup scoffed. He searched 
through his mind, trying to remember the incantations taught to him 
at the League but his mind drew a blank of the exact details. He 
licked his lips and muttered, "_Visioa€l Trans Moenia." _Hiccup's 
vision immediately shifted, the world was now cast in a strange 
yellow tinge. Hiccup looked at the wall and through it, the 
silhouettes of the three strangers appeared, coloured in a bright 
red . 

"A sloppy spell but effective." Whispers Brother Order, "Now what? Do 
we wait?" His question was answered as one member of the group 
immediately stood up. He or she seemed to be headed straight for 
Hiccup's direction, "Shit, how did they see you?" As the figure 
approached. Hiccup silently drew his sword and pistol and readied 
himself. As it got closer, it stopped by the side of the building. 
Hiccup silently groaned and resheathed his weapons. Bastard was 
taking a piss. Hiccup stood but in doing so, he made something 
underfoot creak. Hiccup cringed and looked in worry if the man had 
heard him. He did. The man pulled his pants back up and walked 
towards the door of the house. He peered in and Hiccup prayed that 
the darkness would hide him. It didn't. 

"Hey! What area€ 1 " He was cut short. Hiccup had leapt forwards, 
holding his sword in a reverse grip, drove the blade into the man's 
neck. This immediately sent the group into frenzy. Hiccup's vision 
returned to normal and he faced his attackers. He pulled out a pistol 
and stared down his attackers. They circled round him, well, the only 
two that were left did. Hiccup smiled. This would be too easy. He 
clipped his pistol back onto his belt. 

"You're the bastards that did this?" Hiccup's question was met by 
snorts . 

"Either way, it's not like you're going to live to tell anyone about 
it." Says one of them. The battle begins. They both charge Hiccup 
simultaneously. Hiccup waits for the last second then he sidesteps, 
sending them into a sudden stop. Taking advantage of this. Hiccup 
sent a great slash towards one of his attackers. The blade caught the 
man in the face but the cut was light, barely enough to cause the man 
to bleed but just enough to make him feel it. That one fell back, 
grasping at his face. The other attacker glanced at his fallen 
comrade and sent a stab at Hiccup's ribs. Hiccup pushed the blade to 
the side, using the man's momentum to send him stumbling. Using this 
to his advantage. Hiccup buried his blade into the man's chest, 
piercing the lung but not the heart. Just barely missing. Hiccup 
withdrew and turned his attention his remaining attacker. He was 
still writhing about on the ground. Hiccup drove his blade into the 
man's neck, pining him to the ground. The fight was over in seconds 
and Hiccup was barely even fazed. He pulled back his blade, wiped on 
the man's body and sheathed it. He took a deep breath and examined 
the mess he had made. There's no possible way that these three 
could've done this. It wasn't possible. Hiccup made his way over to 
the smithy. 



Astrid finally stood up and looked at the thing, the black moving 
pile of metal. It looked at her in return then it disappeared out of 
the door and into the light. Astrid was left standing there in 
astonishment. What was this thing? It returned moments later with 
something in its jaws. Dropping it at Astrid' s feet, she realised 
what it was. Her clothes. She picked it up, "Uma€ 1 Thanks." She said 
sincerely. The thing looked at her and something akin to an 
expression of happiness appeared. Then she recognised her clothes 
were covered in a layer of drool, "But I don't know if that's going 
to wash out." She says, flicking away a strand of saliva. 


34. Like an Angel, He Descended from the Sky 

**I know it's been a while (does two weeks count as 'a while'?) so 
I'm just going to give you this chapter. Go on, feast and enjoy 
(until you get to the end of this chapter and end up having to wait 
for God knows how much longer to get another chapter, this is just 
like Game of Thrones all over again) ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup moved fast and with purpose as he searched through the 
things the strangers had left behind, looking for anything that could 
give him some sort of clue of why they did this. He rummaged through 
their packs, dumping their possessions on the ground, kicking at some 
of them to flip them over. He picked up another pack and dumped its 
possessions on the ground. Nothing useful. He picked another and 
dumped the contents, nothing again but there were some rations. He 
picked up another pack then he stopped. There's still one of them 
around here. He dropped it and drew his weapons instantly, pistol in 
his left, sword clutched in the right. The smithy was open and didn't 
provide much cover but he found a column that suited his needs. Where 
was the fourth man? He muttered the incantation again. <em>Visio 
Trans Moenia. <em>He felt himself suddenly grow weak but he ignored 
the sensation, he wasn't going to use this often. The world was once 
again tossed through a yellow filter and he scanned his surroundings, 
looking for the signature red silhouette. As his eyes glazed over the 
village, he found his target. A house on the tier below, there was 
someone crouching, small dagger clutched in their hand. That was it! 
Hiccup dispelled the charm, feeling his strength return. Gripping his 
sword tightly, he walked to the edge of his tier and gazed down onto 
the house beneath him. This was the house that contained the 
silhouette. He looked behind him then down then at the house. It was 
a 5-metre gap from here to the house but there was an even larger 
drop. He tilted his head left and right, feeling a few vertebrae in 
his neck crack. He stepped back, putting distance between him and the 
jump. The person, whoever it was, was facing the door, and wouldn't 
exactly expect someone to come crashing through the roof. Hiccup 
looked over the distance, making sure he would have enough space to 
get a proper run up. He inhaled sharply through clenched teeth, it 
would have to do. He put away his weapons but made sure he could make 
a quick reach for them. Oh this was not a good idea. This was not a 
good idea, this is not a good idea! 

The fall was barely noticeable. Hiccup had fallen much farther but 
the impact was something Hiccup couldn't ignore. Feet first, arms in 
front of his face and body going in at an angle. He crashed straight 
through the roof, hands instantly going for his pistols and he 
touched down with a heavy thud. Hiccup was only a millimetre away 



from blowing out this person's brain but he refrained. It wasn't what 
he expected. Instead of a trained killer, dressed from head to toe in 
armour but a scrawny young woman, slender (and painfully so) with 
pitch-black hair, face covered with dirt, the dagger in her hand 
dull. Her nose was red and her eyes bloodshot. Despite appearances. 
Hiccup wasn't putting his guns down, "Who the Hell are you?" He 
growled menacingly. 

"Please don't kill me!" She cried out, throwing the dagger to the 
ground in front of her with a clatter, dropping to her knees as 
well . 

"Who are you!" Hiccup shouted. 

"Anka! My name's Anka ! " She said, hands up in a sign of surrender and 
submission, "Please don't kill me! Just let me go, please! I won't 
tell anyone of this I swear!" Hiccup could see she was crying, 
absolutely bawling her eyes out. 

"You're the only one here?" Hiccup asked cautiously, keeping his 
distance. Her dagger was still within her reach. His fingers gently 
depressed the triggers, a little further and they would fire. 

"Yes!" Hiccup slowly approached her, keeping his pistols trained at 
her head. She started to cry even louder, her screams becoming more 
desperate, her head was in her hands. 

"Anka, listen to me. I'm not going to hurt you." He said reassuringly 
but still with a tinge of caution, as he got closer to her, "The men 
who did this, they're dead now." He said, getting closer, his eyes 
glancing at her dagger. Despite it looking dull, it can still do some 
damage, especially if that blade is laced with something, "You're 
going to be fine." She looked up at him, staring right into his eyes 
and she stopped crying, wiping at her red eyes. Hiccup got closer 
until his feet were right next to the dagger. He kicked it away, into 
the darkness and backed off a little, "You're going to be okay." 
Hiccup said, finally putting his pistols away. She isn't going to be 
a problem. 

"R-r-really ? " She snivelled, "You're not... You're not going to kill 
me?" 

"No," He said, crouching down to appear less menacing, "I'm not. I 
won't let anything happen to you." He said in his most reassuring 
voice, hands open to show he had no weapons. He tried to get a little 
closer but she shrank away, still frightened, why shouldn't she be? 

He thought to himself, "I'm not going to hurt you, I swear." 

"You swear?" She asked, her eyes searching his face for 
something . 

" I swear . " 
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><p>Astrid put on her clothes as quick as possible, stretching as she 
did so. Boy, was she glad to be out of that damned place. As she 
emerged into the light, she squinted at the glare, her eyes slowly 
adjusting to the sudden change in lighting. When she was no longer 
blinded, she saw the moving metal beast play in the water, splashing 



about and catching fish in its jaws before gulping it down. For a 
second, it almost looked like it was real flesh and blood, then it 
turned and she got a glimpse of the cogs and gears nestled underneath 
it's exterior. Every second she stared at this creature, the more 
questions built up in her head. Was it even alive? Or was this a 
machine?<p> 


* * 


* 


><p>Hiccup tried to get Anka to go with him but she refused, still 
afraid of the 'bad men' who might still be about, "Look Anka, I told 
you, they're all dead."<p> 

"Show me." She says plainly. Hiccup looks at her with surprise. He 
didn't expect such a reaction. He expected to be asked of proof, not 
to show her the bodies. He sighs and beckons her to follow him. Going 
back up the smithy's, he shows her the bodies, still lying in a pool 
of their own gore, the blood not yet dried or seeped into the 
ground . 

"See Anka, they're dead." But she doesn't respond. Instead she runs 
at the bodies and starts kicking them, with a rage and a furious 
anger. Her blows hit the bodies with a sickening squelching sound. 
Hiccup swearing he even heard some cracks . She beat at their dead 
bodies for what seemed like forever but Hiccup didn't stop her, even 
when she started to get blood on herself. He let her have it. 

After a while, she stopped and dropped to her knees in exhaustion, 
body racking with sobs and her face hot with tears. Hiccup stood, 
watching silently. He shouldn't interfere, let her come to terms with 
it at her own pace. At least she let go of some of her anger. He 
didn't know how long he stood there, listening to her cry but to him 
it felt like eternity. 
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><p>It took some convincing but Hiccup got Anka to agree to come with 
him. He couldn't leave her here! Who knows what could still be 
lurking around. He asked her, "Anka, do you have anybody you know you 
could stay with? Off the island? Friends, distant family? 

Anybody? "<p> 

"No. It's just me, my parents and my brother buta€ 1 " She choked, 
almost triggering another wave of tears and sobbing. 

"It's okay." He took a deep breath. This is going to be a problem. 

His Island only had enough supplies for him and it certainly wouldn't 
last with three people and his fish traps didn't exactly work 
properly yet. What was he to do? Anka saw the look on his face and 
asked; 

"Is something the matter?" 

"Yes. I'm going to take you back to my island, you'll be safe there 
but I don't have enough supplies to last for the both of us." He 
confesses . 

"I know where you can get supplies!" She says excitedly, certainly 
happy to help her saviour, "Down by the docks, they always have a 
fresh supply of fish and there's a lot of food in the maina€ 1 " She 



stopped, "There's always food in the main hall." 

"Okay. Look, Anka, I want you to wait for me at the docks. I'll be 
right back." He says, starting to walk away but Anka grips at his 
arm, pulling him back. 

"I don't want you to leave! They could still be around here!" She 
says, fear returning to her face. 

"Don't worry Anka, I've taken care of them. I'll be right back, I 
swear." He says, "Wait for me by the docks, hide somewhere and come 
out when I call your name okay?" 

"Okay." She says before scurrying off. Hiccup set off into a run, 
dashing up the main stairway of the village and off into the jungle, 
making for his Airship. 

Anka was hiding in a basket, ignoring the smell of fish when she 
heard her name being called. That was him! She emerged and found 
herself confused when she didn't see him anywhere. She heard her name 
again and she looked up, gasping as she did. There he was, the man 
who had saved her, descending from the skies like an angel! As he 
touched down on the ground she rushed over to him, gawking at the 
spectacle she had just witnessed, "What was that?" 

"I'm an inventor." He says simply, not going into any further depth. 
He asked for where the fish were and she pointed at the baskets she 
had taken refuge in. He nods and walks over to him, lifting them up 
with one in each hand. While he makes his way over to her, she sees 
what he had used to come down, a cable, a cable that snaked all the 
way into the heavens and past the clouds. He hooked the cable back 
onto himself, the baskets still in hand, and told her to wait again 
and up he went, rising up into the heavens. 

A few minutes later he returned and he takes another two baskets and 
rises back up. He makes this repetition thrice more until he has 
taken as much fish as he can. The last time, he takes no baskets of 
fish and says to Anka, "Hold onto me." She practically leaps into his 
arms and up, up and away they go. 
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><pXstrong>That ' s chapter 34, leave suggestions if you want and I'm 
just going to kindly f*ck off now and continue procrastinating on 
working chapter 35. I work on it tomorrow . <strong> 


35. Little Chat on the Way Up? 

**Another chapter up, really breaking from my normal schedule of 
procrastinating for the better part of a week before sitting down and 
typing up a thousand word chapter. Anyways, I got some time so I 
decided just to get it out of the water and procrastinate tomorrow 
instead. This is short in comparison to my other chapters... I think. 
I don't really check the word count but it's generally at the 
thousand word mark. Whatever, enough bolded text, to the 
chapter ! * * 



><p>Anka ' s reaction to the Airship, Hiccup so astutely observes, 
differs much from Astrid's. Well, Anka didn't wake up tied to a chair 
being threatened to be dropped into the deep blue sea by a 
frightening man wearing an equally frightening mask. Instead, Anka 
was more calm and inquisitive, the very first question she asked 
being, "What is it?" Much more calm than Astrid's, "Please! DON'T LET 
GO! "<p> 

"That," Hiccup paused for dramatic effect, "Is an Airship, my 
Airship . " 

"An Airship." Anka parroted, sounding like a child, "Did you make 
it?" 


"Yes, yes I did. I've spent six years in that." Hiccup almost felt a 
grin appear on his face, a grin of pride. 

"You're a brilliant man! You must've started when you were fourteen!" 
She said, still stroking Hiccup's great, big massive ego. He could 
feel a grin come on. Oh yes, he was definitely grinning now, "How 
does it fly?" 

"Oh, hot air is lighter than regular air. There's a furnace in the 
back that's always going, feeding the balloon keeping it in the air." 
Hiccup explained, he normally would've punctuated his lecture with 
hand gestures but his hands were currently busy with making sure Anka 
didn't fall into the ocean. She leaned her head back to get a better 
look at the scale of it all and her hair just barely tickled the tip 
of Hiccup's nose. Hiccup couldn't help but take in her wonderful 
scent; it was like the smell of rain after a drought. Petrichor. What 
a lovely name that is, petrichor. Only now did Hiccup really pay 
attention to what she looked like. Her hair was a fiery red, just 
like the colour of the waning sun. She was just at the same height as 
Hiccup but certainly weighed much less. Hiccup felt like he could 
lift her right up over his head without any effort. She was wearing a 
simple tunic, rough and coarse beneath Hiccup's equally rough and 
coarse fingers, as well as a skirt. Good god, he thought to himself, 
do all Viking girls wear skirts? For a second, he took a look around 
him, deciding to try to keep his mind off of her smell. Big mistake. 
He almost shat himself when he was face-to-face with Brother Chaos 
with Order behind him. They had both suddenly grown angelic wings, 
fiery red for Chaos and white for Order. Brother Chaos spoke first, 

"I advise against this Brother." 

"Piss off." Hiccup scolded them; mentally of course but still they 
manage to find a way to communicate with him. 

"I agree with Chaos on this matter," Order chimes in, "It would not 
be advisable to bring this girl back with you, no matter the promise 
you made her." Hmm, it seems like, for once. Order and Chaos actually 
agree on something. 

"Well, what am I going to do to her? I'm open to suggestions." 

"You could just drop her now. Quick death, you're just about high 
enough. And if not, I could always summon sharks." Chaos says, 
backing away so that he wouldn't be breathing onto Hiccup. 


"You could just drop her off at another island, " It seems like not 
all alliances last forever. The two brothers start to argue about 



what to do but Hiccup mentally drowns them out. Almost there now, the 
winch was unnaturally slow, he'd have to check that, "What about 
Astrid?" That got Hiccup interested again. 

"What about her?" Hiccup said inside his head. 

"What would she say if she saw you bringing home another woman?" 

Order asks . 

_" Can I join in?"_ Brother Chaos sniggers, an uncharacterist ic grin 

appearing on his face. Hiccup almost groaned out loud. Despite being 
omniscient, immortal beings now, they still retained some of the 
childish humour they enjoyed in their mortal lives. Brother Order 
chuckles too but he stops himself. 

"That's not what I meant but wouldn't Astrid feel a little 
alienated? " 

"What do you mean?" Hiccup asks. 

"Well, it's just that she already feels somewhat insecure about 
herself, she seems to think you're 'too good for her' and that you 
bringing in another woman might just confirm her suspicions." Brother 
Order advises. Hiccup listening intently. 

"That's ridiculous!" Hiccup scoffed, "Astrid isn't the insecure type, 
I can tell. She's a feisty one that." He defended. Chaos retorted by 
mimicking Astrid' s moans. Hiccup shuddered. 

"Hiccup, think about it. She's a Viking girl who's never been off her 
island, who's never met someone as, much as I loathe saying it, 
brilliant as you, no one as smart or a good fighter or a real man for 
that matter. To her, you are a mortal equivalent of a God Hiccup. 
She's going to feel like that Hiccup, you've got to admit it." Order 
actually did put up a good argument. Hiccup admitted, "You bringing 
home another woman is just going to make her feel like she's not 
wanted anymore, like a broken toy." 

"But what am I going to do? I can't break my promise, I'm 
honour-bound to keep it!" Brother Chaos snorts, muttering 
_' honour-bound my ass' _but Hiccup's look silences him 
instantly . 

"You could bring her back," Chaos added, "AndaC 1 " Chaos looked at 
Order and Order looked right back, "I got nothing." 

"Same here." Order chimes in. Hiccup curses under his breath and Anka 
asks him what's the matter? Hiccup makes up some spiel about 
something remotely complicated and she nods patiently, no doubt 
wondering what the Hell he was even talking about. This isn't going 
to be fun, he thought grimly to himself. 

The metal beast stopped playing in the water and looked directly at 
Astrid and Astrid froze. Would this be the end? The beast stalked its 
way over to her, stopping just in front of her. Only now did she 
truly see its scale in comparison to her. The height of his head came 
up to her chest and its body seemed to stretch on in her vision. Oh 
Gods, she thought, what is it going to do? It looked up at her then 
back up and regurgitated a half-eaten fish, using its snout (snout? 
Astrid didn't even know what to call it) to gently nudge it towards 



her, "Oh? You want me toa€ 1 " But the beast interrupted her by nodding 
furiously. Astrid was taken aback. It nodded. Could it understand 
her? She looked down at the half-eaten fish covered in what she 
assumed to be saliva. She shuddered but hesitantly picked the slimy 
piece of food up, not wanting to cause any unwanted aggression. The 
beast ' s eyes looked up into hers with a look of almost pleading? Or 
was it wonder? Slowly, Astrid took a bite out of the fish and she 
almost spat it out. She chewed slowly and finally swallowed, groaning 
as she did so. She looked back down at the beast and it looked back 
with a look of pure glee. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>If anyone's looking for a consistent update schedule for 
this, don't expect one but you should already know that by now if 
you've been reading this for a while. I'll try to keep it to a weekly 
basis since this might end up being a really long story (but you 
never know) so if you don't, you have a choice to choose 
from: <strong> 

**A) I've got writers block and I really have no idea where to 
next * * 

**B) I'm 'busy' 'working'** 

**C) I don't feel creative or I'm just not 'feeling it'** 

**D) There's no weed left** 

**Anyways, it's been a while since I wrote one of these but thank you 
all so much for showing the support, it's absolute amazing to see 
that people enjoy what I started because I was bored out of my wits 
and I happened to love HTTYD. I don't know how long it's been since I 
started this 'little' story but I'm sure it's been a while. Thanks so 
much to all of you.** 

** (Now, if only I can make people like me in real life) ** 


36. Up! 

Hiccup and Anka entered the Airship through the hatch while Brother 
Order and Chaos simply passed through the walls. Hiccup stretched, 
leaning backwards, groaning as he does so. When he brings himself 
back up, he finds Anka examining the control room with extreme 
interest, eyes taking in every detail, not even worried about the 
fact that they were high enough above the ocean for a quick death. 
Chaos read Hiccup's mind and started nodding furiously, making a 
slashing motion across his throat. Order stopped him with a punch to 
the shoulder. Hiccup was doing a good job of tuning their voices out 
his head; he couldn't hear the onslaught of curses that spilled from 
Chaos' mouth. For a second, he couldn't help but feel a pang of 
nostalgia for his days in the League, they certainly were days of 
fun. An all-out brawl between Order and Chaos has erupted and they 
spill through the walls and out into the sky. Hiccup shook his head; 
a fight between Order and Chaos was never a good thing. He shuddered 
when he remembered what happened last time. Good thing he didn't get 
involved, lest he want the whole world destroyed. Hiccup cleared his 
throat and that got Anka ' s attention away from the delicate controls, 
"Would you like to see the rest?" 



"Oh yes!" She said, nodding intently. Hiccup ushered her into his 
quarters, completely forgetting about his hostage. Upon crossing the 
threshold, Anka gasped in shock at the tied up behemoth in Hiccup's 
bed. Hiccup slapped his self on the forehead. How could he have 
forgotten? What an idiot! What was he going to do? 

"Hiccup? " 


"Yes?" 


"Who's that man tied up in your bed?" She asked. 

"Hostage." He blurts out, not even thinking about it and by the time 
he realises what he said, he wanted to slap himself, "He's, uh, going 
to be staying with us for the duration of this trip." 

"He's all beat up. Did you do that?" She asks calmly, not exactly the 
reaction he had expected. 

"Yes . " 

"Was he a bad man? What did he do?" She certainly loved to ask 
questions. Hiccup observed. 

"Long story, and I'm starting to regret it already." He says 
honestly, looking into Anka ' s eyes, ignoring the brawl between the 
Brothers behind her. For a second though, he does shift his attention 
and he sees Order's currently winning, having pinned Chaos to the 
ground and proceeding to beat the living shit out of him, "Alright, 
let's get out of here. I'm going to take you somewhere safe." He 
says, walking back into the control room, Anka tailing behind. Hiccup 
pulls the cable back into the Airship, securing it and then closing 
the hatch, securing that as well. He gripped the wheel and fired up 
the engines. Instead of the low rumble he was expecting, he heard a 
splutter and a cough. Oh shit! The engine! 

He dashed through the Airship, heading for the engine room. He threw 
open the doors and found that the engine was, indeed, low and just 
running off fumes. Knowing it would quickly get hot in the engine 
room, he stripped off his shirt and slammed the door behind him. He 
made his way through the piles of coal to the machine, putting on the 
flame-retardant gloves he hung on the side of it, delicately prying 
open the entrance to the engine. As soon as he did, a blast of warm 
air hit him in the face. He peered in and saw that raging fire that 
so normally filled the engine was just barely going, flickering into 
and out of existence. He started by shovelling in some coal, then 
checking the flames. He made his way over to a knob, turning it 180Es 
to the right, closing the air intake from halfway to a quarter. He 
didn't want all the extra oxygen just yet. He examined the gauge next 
to it, seeing the arrow slowly rise until it reached the halfway 
mark. He checked the flames again and saw that it was indeed growing. 
He shovelled in more coal, checked the flames and turned the knob 
back to the left, bringing it back to halfway open. The flames would 
have plenty of fuel and oxygen to burn hot. He shovelled in another 
pile of coal; sweat having already accumulated on his muscled body. 

He didn't notice the heat had already soared after he shovelled in 
three more piles of coal and only when a droplet of sweat rolled into 
his eye did he feel the burning heat. He checked the temperature 
gauge on the engine and an eyebrow rose. He never knew it got _this 
_hot when the engine was going. He checked the other gauges, to make 



sure there wasn't too much pressure in the engine. He could remember 
the last time he had let that go out of control. The entire damned 
engine burst open and he had to spend a month fixing the thing, the 
repairs just being enough for Hiccup to get it back to his island, 
where he had proper tools and equipment. He then checked his supply 
of coal, nodding when he found out he still had plenty for a month 
long trip if need be. Despite that, he'll refill the stocks of coal 
once he got back to the island. With that, he closed the heavy metal 
doors, hung the gloves back onto their respective hook and left, 
picking up his clothes from the ground. 

Out of the engine room, he pulled tunic and vest back on and wiped at 
the sweat on his brow. He took a deep breath of cool air and walked 
back to the control room, where Anka waited anxiously for her saviour 
to return. He smiled at her and told her everything was okay. He 
tried that again and the low rumble he had expected earlier came to 
life, gently rattling some of the glass panes. He turned a valve, 
pumping in more hot air into the balloon keeping him afloat. They 
started to rise, higher and higher and higher until the island below 
was just a speck and they had risen above the clouds. He closed the 
valve and pushed a lever forward, increasing the power, the Airship 
starting to gain some forward motion. He increased the power again, 
anxious to get back to his island, the low rumble gently rising in 
intensity. Hiccup rarely ever needed to get his Airship to go above 
50% output, seeing as 50% would suffice but when he gets his baby all 
the way up to 100 then this thing would be roaring across the sky. 
Hiccup scratched his chin, wondering if he could actually find a way 
to make his Airship sound absolutely thunderous when he got it up to 
maximum power. He would have to see about that. Certainly would make 
it more terrifying to see a bloody damn ship appear from the 
heavens . 

Back on Hiccup's island, Astrid was presented with another gift of 
fish, this time not regurgitated and covered in saliva. This time, it 
was directly from the waters. It nudged it towards her and she smiled 
but gently shook her head. It looked at her with a look of confusion 
then it opened its mouth and pointed its snout at the fish. With a 
hiss and a puff from its nostrils, a small gust of blue flame 
explodes from its mouth and flowed over the fish stopping 
milliseconds later. Astrid jumped back the first time but the second 
time, she almost leaned in closer to watch this spectacle. The beast 
let loose another draught of flames, this time it was more 
controlled, a slow stream of blue fire that almost tickled the 
surface of the fish's scales. After a few moments, a wondrous smell 
arose to Astrid' s nose. It nudged it towards her again and she picked 
it up, surprised when she found it not to be at the soaring heat she 
had expected. Taking a bit, her first bite of real food in Gods know 
how long she couldn't help but smile at the beast. She swallowed and 
the beast looked at her, its tongue gently hanging out of its 
mouth . 


37. Seed of Doubt 

Hiccup spun the wheel, gripping it tightly in his hands, feeling the 
familiar rough wood beneath his fingers. He stopped it and felt the 
Airship turn, before Hiccup righted its course. He would be 
approaching the fog soon, he could already see its ominous dark mass 
hang ahead, blanketing everything the eye could see. It was almost 
akin to a wall, a big swirling thunderous wall that shifted and hid 



untold dangers. He turned a valve, the Airship starting to rise. He 
lowered the power slightly and looked to Anka behind him, staring at 
the fog ahead of them, "Do we have to go through that?" She asks 
fearfully, eyes locked on the course ahead of them. 

"Yes, unfortunately but you'll be fine. I've gone through this 
hundreds of times." He reassures, not adding the fact that each time 
he was always scared out of his wits. Just brushing against one of 
the floating mountains would mean almost certain disaster. Either the 
hull gets torn right open and they fall to their doom or the balloon 
is ripped to shreds and they fall to their doom. Either way, not fun, 
"We'll be at my island soon." 

"Can't wait to see it! Though I expect the weather's dreadful." She 
says, looking at him anxiously. Hiccup detected something in her 
expression, something that vanished as suddenly as it appeared. 

Hiccup didn't say anything though and focused on the way ahead. He 
looked up at the sky above, momentarily ignoring the wall of clouds 
ahead of him. It was surprisingly late, the sun nearing the edge of 
the horizon. Astrid must be worried, he thought to himself; I said 
I'll be back by just about noon. He prayed that Astrid had heeded his 
warning about not entering the stone building. As he approached the 
fog, the sun drew lower and lower in the sky, the light fading every 
degree it sank. Hiccup shook his head as darkness began to set in. He 
pressed the button on the wheel and his floodlights crackled on, 
bathing the area around them in glorious light. A small comfort but a 
comfort nonetheless. It would make navigating the treacherous fog 
much easier. He pulled the Airship into an even steeper climb, 
checking the gauges to make sure he didn't overshoot his target. Once 
satisfied, he levelled out the Airship and lowered the power, 
lowering his speed just before he entered the fog. Charging ahead 
would result in him getting killed. Never the less, he always made 
sure he would be able to quickly adjust speed as necessary. 

Soon enough, he had entered the dark void of the fog and he kept his 
eyes strained, trying to peer through the soupy clouds for the 
distinctive silhouettes of the floating mountains that patrolled 
these skies. He turned the wheel a few degrees to the right then 
righted his course when he felt the adjustments were satisfactory. He 
looked back at Anka then returned his attention back to piloting his 
Airship. Normally, he would've long climbed up to the upper decks as 
it gave him a much easier time but Hiccup still didn't trust leaving 
Anka and the chief alone in here. Despite saving her life and her 
just drooling all over him, he still had an odd feeling about Anka. 
Something she had said. As well as the obvious signs that the 
Brothers had made. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Seeing the sun sink, Astrid decided to head back to Hiccup's hut 
but as she looked around, she found it to be nowhere in sight. She 
looked at the beast in front of her and asked, not expecting a reply, 
"Where are we?" Naturally, it said nothing, "Can you take me back to 
Hiccup's place?" It looked up at her, ears perking up at the mention 
of Hiccup. It looked around and nodded furiously, jumping and started 
off in a direction, following the coastline. Astrid bolted, trying to 
keep pace with the beast. <p> 


After a few minutes of running, the beast stopped just outside of 
Hiccup's wooden hut, Astrid puffing and blowing behind it. Astrid was 



normally considered extremely fit but trying to keep up with this 
beast couldn't help but make her exhausted, taking in massive gulps 
of air with every inhale. Her mouth was parched and she was already 
starting to feel hungry but there was something else, a pain in her 
stomach. It was an odd feeling, something like a hot burning 
sensation. The beast stopped just outside the threshold to Hiccup's 
hut, tail waggling excitedly. It turned to look at her and its 
excitement disappeared when it saw Astrid hunched over, clutching at 
her stomach in pain. It walked over to her and stopped just in front 
of her, looking at her, examine her face. Astrid could swear it 
looked worried. It walked around her and out of Astrid' s sight and 
she felt it gently nudge her, its snout pressing into her back. She 
looked back at it and pushed her forward, just a little. Taking a 
hint, she started forward, the beast moving forward so that it was 

just beside her, every now and then looking up into her 

face . 

Waiting for a few moments before she entered, Astrid felt just a 
little better and she walked into the hut, thanking the beast as she 
did so. Astrid sat herself down next to the fire pit, her eyes 
adjusting to the darkness of the hut. The beast moved down next to 
her and curled up into a protective clutch, with Astrid in the centre 
of the curl of its body. She smiled and patted it on the head. The 
beast seemed to purr, like a kitten almost. Within seconds it seemed 

light, dusk had turned to night and a chill set in. Astrid shivered 

and wrapped her arms around herself. Despite being used to the cold 
from Berk, she still felt chilly, goose bumps already forming on her 
arms. The beast stirred and pointed its head at the fire pit. It spat 
a gust of fire at the pit and it instantly roared to life, bathing 
the area around it in an iridescent glow. She looked down at the 
beast and smiled, the beast looking up at her in return. She rested 
her hand on its head and it closed its eyes, resting its head down on 
the ground. She stared into the fire and pondered, deep in thought as 
she watched the flames dance in the night time darkness. 

She was worried, terribly so. Where was Hiccup? Could he be in 
trouble? The note he had left said he'd be back in half a day and it 
was already long past that. What if he had died? What if some 
horrible accident happened and HiccupaC 1 She stopped herself. No, 
that would never happen. Hiccup wouldn't be that careless. Would he? 
She then realised, she knew nothing about Hiccup. Sure he had told 
her his life's story but, personally, she knew nothing about the man. 
She suddenly felt the seed of doubt in her mind begin to sprout. She 
knew absolutely nothing about him. What things he enjoyed doing, or 
not Hiccup actually liked her or not, she didn't even know what his 
favourite damned colour was! A roiling conflict built in her mind. 

No, she shouldn't worry about that. She was Astrid Hofferson for 
Gods' sake! She was brilliant, beautiful and deadly with a blade. 
Buta€ 1 No, no buts! She was the beauty of Berk, a better fighter than 
Snot or any of her friends; definitely better looking than Ruff and a 
better drinker than the lot of them. She shouldn't have to worry 
about whether or not Hiccup still liked her or not. I'm fine, I'm 
perfectly fine, she reassured herself. Still though, the seed of 
doubt was planted and it seemed like it would never get out. How did 
Hiccup manage to do this to her? She used to be so self-assured, so 
confidant. Now she was pining over someone she barely knew, worrying 
if she was 'good enough'. She put her face in her hands and groaned. 
How did this happen? 



38. Stand-Off 


Astrid must've fallen asleep as she had no recollection of what had 
happened for the next few hours. She startled awake by the sound of 
creaking wood and great loud crack ! Her eyes snapped open and found 
the beast in the same position as it was hours before, curled up 
around her protectively, eyes closed with gentle warmth emanating 
from its body. The fire was still going hot, although the flames had 
now shifted in colour to a strange translucent blue hue, the room 
cast in odd azure. She leapt to her feet, not caring if she woke the 
beast or not. She rushed out of the hut and turned her eyes towards 
the dock that hung so precariously over the edge of the island, 
nothing but the deathly abyss below. There it was! The Airship! 

Hiccup was here! She couldn't help but smile a wide smile and started 
towards the dock, eager to welcome Hiccup back. 

Hiccup told Anka to wait in the Airship first, saying that he had to 
check first. He had forgotten to turn _him _off and now he was 
worried, who knows what might've happened while he was gone? He 
didn't bare the thought of what might happen if he got to Astrid 
first. He never took well to strangers; he had learnt that the hard 
way. He jumped down onto the dock, ignoring the ominous creak and 
groan of the wood. Despite its ramshackle-looking nature, he had 
built the thing to last and it could sure take his weight if it could 
takea€ 1 Well, never mind that. As he examined the area around him he 
saw Astrid run towards him, though he was too far away for him to see 
her expression. From Hiccup's perspective, she opened her arms and 
shouted something incomprehensible. Then, he looked behind her and 
saw _it_. Oh Gods, he thought, oh shit, oh shit, oh shit, oh SHIT! He 
stopped her, calling out for her to stand still. She instantly obeyed 
him. His eyes glanced behind her. It was getting closer, "Astrid, 
Astrid, listen to me. Stand still, stand completely still! Make no 
sudden movements." 

"Hiccup? What's the matter?" Astrid called out. 

"Quiet!" He hissed, "Don't aggravate him." He warned and a look of 
confusion appeared on her face. She turned around and Hiccup looked 
behind her as well. He was close, close enough to pounce. For a 
second, time slowed and Hiccup could see its hind legs tense up, 
preparing to pounce. Oh no. Oh no, this isn't happening. No, no, no, 
no, no! For a second, he averted his eyes and when he turned them 
back, he didn't find what he was expecting. Instead of a grisly, 
mangled and bloodied corpse, he found that he actually pounced to get 
ahead of her, his body curving to shield her. Oh shit, this was even 
worse. Hiccup thought grimly. It was growling, fangs bared with his 
back arched, eyes red. This isn't happening, this isn't fucking 
happening. He had always expected an experiment or an invention to be 
the end of him, but not this particular invention, not this 
particular machine. He swallowed hard and extended a hand towards the 
beast, crouching to have a lower profile. This did nothing to calm 
it, "Hey buddy, come on then. It's me, it's just me, and you remember 
me don't you?" He tried; sweat already building on his forehead. He 
knew what it could do to a human body, he had designed it after all, 
"Come on bud, it ' s me ! It's Hiccup!" Though Hiccup didn't notice but 
the look of confusion on Astrid' s face seemed to grow. What was going 
on? Then she noticed someone behind Hiccup, a figure. She couldn't 
see whoever it was' details properly but they were tall, tall and 
thin, like a spectre. 



Behind Hiccup, Anka leapt down from the Airship, disobeying Hiccup's 
direct order. She just wanted to see the island. She tried to get 
closer . 


The beast only got more aggressive, growling and howling, snapping 
its jaws in Hiccup's direction, snarling, and saliva dripping down 
its fangs. It already had a fiery charge built up in its throat. 

Every metal plate, every piece, cog and gear seemed charged with an 
unknown energy, an aura of blue emanating from its spine, tail and 
head . 

Anka got closer, not noticing the beast and Astrid. 

Astrid saw the figure get closer and closer to Hiccup, almost as if 
it was sneaking up on him. 

Hiccup continued to try to get the beast to recognize him, "Come on, 
man! Buddy, how can you not remember me? I built you remember? I 
created you! Hiccup! Come on bud, its just Hiccup!" 

Anka got closer; just a few metres behind Hiccup now, "Hiccup?" She 
muttered . 

Hiccup snapped his head around and saw Anka right behind him. His 
eyes widened, "Get back to the Airship now!" He spat, voice suddenly 
hostile and alien, menacing. Anka withdrew, frightened, unused to 
such aggression. She reached a hand out to him. 

Astrid saw the figure reach out to Hiccup, her eyes playing tricks on 
her. In her mind's eye, the figure was a foe, unfriendly. In reality, 
the figure couldn't hurt a fly, "HICCUP! WATCH OUT!" Astrid 
shouted . 

The beast leapt forward and closed the gap within seconds. 

Astrid closed her eyes. 

Anka didn't see the bolt of darkness that had just leapt for her 
until it was too late. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Order and Chaos watched the situation unfold before them, grins 
plastered on their faces. This was just too good to be true. What a 
funny turn of events. Suddenly, they saw the beast leap for Anka and 
time seemed to freeze. Beast, mid air with limbs outstretched. Anka, 
reaching out for Hiccup. Hiccup, crouched down his head turned to 
face Anka. Astrid, eyes closed in horror. There was something odd 
about this. Order and Chaos looked at each other with looks of 
confusion. Order asked, "Did you do this?"<p> 

"No! Of course not!" Chaos defended. Then, they noticed someone else, 
just in the corner of their vision, a dark spectre that almost 
blended perfectly into the darkness of the night, save for the 
ghostly aura that surrounded him. Their attentions turned towards him 
and they almost pissed themselves, if ghosts could piss themselves 
that is. The dark-dressed spectre approached them, stepping from the 
shadows and joining their ranks. Without a word. Order and Chaos 
bowed down, low and long, before they drew themselves back up. The 
spectre nodded in acknowledgement. It stopped just behind them and 



stood solemnly, not a word spoke or a muscle moved. Order was the 
first to break the silence; 

"Hello Brother Death, lovely seeing you again." 

"Aye, lovely indeed." Chimed in Chaos but the spectre merely waved 
them off. 

"Save me the niceties." It uttered in a low, hoarse voice. There was 
more silence and the Brothers awkwardly shifted around. 

"What are you doing here?" Chaos asked. 

"What else for? Below, there, " The spectre said, pointing at Hiccup, 
a bony figure emerging from the heavy cloak that shrouded his body, 
"My priest, my practitioner, my left hand. I sensed danger. I just 
wanted to check in with him." He said simply and curtly, lowering his 
hand. The spectre turned to face each of the Brothers then asked, "If 
I may ask, what are _you two _doing here?" 

"We were summoned." They both replied in unison, voices melding into 
a grim symphony. 

"By Hiccup?" 

"No, by some other force, something very powerful." Said Order, 
breaking from the synchronisation he and Chaos had shared seconds 
earlier . 

"So you felt it too." The spectre said, "This is very odd. Who would 
want to summon us?" 

"We don't know either but it has to be someone very powerful, very 
skilled in Magyk and conjuration." Chaos says, hands making dramatic 
gestures in the regular way that he talked. 

"Yes, very powerful indeed." Breathed the spectre and once again, a 
thick, heady silence formed between the three of them. Order spoke 
up, 

"Will Hiccup die today?" 

"Hiccup?" The spectre turned to face Order. It turned back to Hiccup 
then back to Order again. The spectre suddenly tensed and looked 
upwards. It paused, paused again then finally said, "No. It appears 
that today is not his dayaC 1 But approaches." 

"When will it be his day?" Chaos asks anxiously, the nerves showing 
in his voice. 

"I can't say, it is not in my place to tell you but it approaches 
quickly, very quickly. Anyways, I must be off. Pleasure seeing you 
again Brothers . " 

"You too. Brother Death." 


39. Back 


When Astrid reopened her eyes, she found the beast looming over the 



spectre, snarling and snapping its jaws, saliva dribbling down its 
fangs and onto the mysterious stranger's face. The only reason it 
hadn't long since killed this stranger was Hiccup's strong arms 
holding him back, gripping the metal plates in the beast's neck, 
"Toothless! Stop! She's okay! She's not an enemy!" Hiccup was 
yelling, straining to keep _Toothless _from biting this stranger's 
face off. She, Astrid thought to herself, who's this 'she'? 
"Toothless! Come on, back it off, she's not an enemy!" But the beast 
could not hear Hiccup, it was driven by instinct, if sentient 
mechanical creations had instincts that is. There was something 
powerful driving his bloodlust, something old, something new, 
something familiar. Nevertheless, Toothless kept snapping his jaws, 
trying to inch his fangs just a little closer to sink it into Anka ' s 
face. Finally, Hiccup managed to wrestle Toothless off of Anka, Anka 
immediately getting to her feet and running off into the forests that 
covered a good part of the island. Hiccup and Toothless wrestled for 
a bit, both trying to get a hold of the other but in the end. 
Toothless won and worked himself free, dashing for the tree line, 
stopping just before the threshold. It stood there and let out a 
gigantic roar, the great resounding roar reaching across the entire 
island, pervading every bit of space. He pounced around the 
threshold, peering into the foliage. For added measure, he fired a 
few shots of brilliant blue flame into the air, illuminating the dark 
night sky with flares of azure. 

Hiccup picked himself up and groaned, hunching over, panting in 
exhaustion. He looked up and he suddenly saw a blur of movement and 
he was knocked back down, two heavy mechanical paws pining him down 
by the shoulders. Two red eyes stared back into his then, a click, 
and they switched into an emerald green, a look of happiness 
appearing on its fearsome face. Toothless started licking Hiccup, 
slobbering all over Hiccup's face. Hiccup trying to defend himself 
from the onslaught of saliva, "Oh, come on Toothless! Stop, come on 
bud, let me up! You know this damned stuff doesn't wash off." Hiccup 
forgot about Anka, happy to see his friend once more. After a few 
more moments of struggling. Toothless got the hint and let go of 
Hiccup, letting him stand. Not even a second after Hiccup pulled 
himself upright did Astrid suddenly leap for him, wrapping her legs 
around his waist and pulling him into a warm and tender kiss, hand 
resting on the back of Hiccup's neck. Astrid wrestled her tongue 
through Hiccup's lips and into his mouth, their tongues dancing about 
in Hiccup's mouth, vying for control. After what seemed like 
eternity, she broke the kiss and planted her feet back down, looking 
into his eyes. Then she looked up and down him, shocked to find 
various parts of his clothes covered in dried blood, "Ia€l Ia€l Ia€l 
You were gone for so long! Oh, Hiccup, I'm sorry, I didn't listen to 
you and I opened the door to the building and thena€ 1 Why are you 
covered in blood?" She stammered, tripping over her syllables. 

"Uh, long story." He said, rubbing the back of his head, knowing that 
every moment he wasted here, Anka got deeper and deeper into the 
forest, more and more lost. Bad things happened in that forest, 

"Look, I gotta get going, I need to find her." 

"Hiccupa€l" Astrid' s heart sunk, a great pang of depression already 
setting in her mind. She was right. Of course she was right, 
"Nothing." Hiccup started off but stopped himself, turning back 
around to face Astrid. 


"What's wrong?" He said, looking into her eyes. 



"It'sa€l It's nothing. 


"You're lying." Hiccup pushed, examining Astrid's face. Something's 
wrong here, he thought. Then he thought about what the Brothers had 
told him and he almost slapped himself across the forehead. They 
weren't spewing useless bullshit, they were actually trying to help 
him! "Astrid, look, Ia€l" Hiccup swallowed hard. What did he 
say? 

"No, Hiccup, it's fine. I should've known this was going to happen." 
She broke down, tears rolling from her eyes. Hiccup took a step 
forward but he was shoved backwards, losing his balance and falling 
onto the dock, the wind being knocked out of him and stars appearing 
in his vision. After a few moments, he pulled himself up and Astrid 
was nowhere to be found. He jumped to his feet and ran towards the 
forest, calling out after her, "ASTRID! WAIT! COME BACK!" But there 
was no reply, the dark forest in front of him stayed silent. He 
dropped his hands to his side limply and sighed heavily. He felt 
something nudge his hand and he looked down. Toothless pressing his 
snout against Hiccup's fingers, licking them just a little. Hiccup 
smiled a sad smile and rubbed Toothless' snout, earning a purr like a 
kitten out of him. What was he going to do? He looked at Toothless 
and found that the leather saddle _was _still hooked up to him, still 
awaiting for its rider. He looked into the jungle then back at 
Toothless. He crouched and whispered, "Toothless? Up for a ride?" 
Toothless' ears perked instantly and he looked at him with glee, 
tongue hanging out of his mouth. He nodded his head furiously and 
Hiccup clambered on, hooking his feet into the stirrups, his 
prosthetic leg clicking into the specially designed stirrup. He 
pulled up the handlebars and Toothless instantly set forward, tucking 
his wings closer to his body to make sure they didn't catch on any of 
the trunks, "Go on Toothless, find Astrid." 
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><p>Astrid ran through the forest, pushing branches and bushes out of 
her way, tears blurring her vision. Suddenly, a thick fog set in 
around her and her visibility was reduced to zero. She stopped and 
rubbed her eyes, looking around, realising with a sinking feeling 
that she was lost. Something ran past in the corner of her vision and 
she snapped around, finding nothing there. She heard a twig snap and 
she turned to face the noise but there was nothing there. <p> 

Hiccup knew something was wrong when he saw the fog roll in and he 
spurred Toothless to go faster, shouting Astrid's name as they dashed 
through the trees. 

She saw something move in the fog, a dark figure that dashed in and 
out of her field of vision. Fear started to set in, an ominous dread 
that made her heart want to stop. 

Hiccup shouted Astrid's name once more, "ASTRID! IF YOU HEAR THIS! 
MOVE TOWARDS MY VOICE!" 

Astrid heard a loud roar, a thundering, deep roar that shook her to 
the very core, "HICCUP!" 

Hiccup heard her shout his name and Toothless instantly swapped 
directions, heading straight into the thick fog, disappearing into 



the mist. 


Astrid saw shadows; spectres that danced in her vision, making her 
shiver and the hairs on the back of her neck stand on end. They each 
swooped in at her, making her duck and scream. 

Hiccup heard another scream and Toothless swapped directions again, 
heading for the source of the screams, hoping to find Astrid 
there . 

Astrid ducked down and covered her ears, shaking her head and crying, 
more tears rolling down her face than before. Everywhere in her 
vision she saw ghosts and ghouls that pounced and frightened her. 
Then, she saw a massive shadow loom towards her, heading straight for 
her, two eyes red as rubies that shone in the darkness of the fog. 

She closed her eyes and didn't dare open them. She felt something 
touch her and she recoiled, keeping her eyes closed, "GO AWAY! LEAVE 
ME BE! PLEASE!" She crawled away, to where she didn't know, her eyes 
still forced shut. 

"Astrid?" Her eyes snapped open and found herself staring into the 
worried face of Hiccup, his eyes staring right into hers. Eor a 
second, she was just too shocked to do anything. Then, she forced her 
arms around him and sobbed into his shoulder, her tears soaking 
through Hiccup's clothes. All Hiccup did was stay there and wrap his 
arms around her, bringing her closer into a tender embrace. 


4 0 . The Cavern 

**Somewhat of a short chapter, I'm sorry but I'll get another one up 
soon . ** 
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><p>As Hiccup and Astrid held each other, the fog slowly faded away, 
the light of the moon shining through the canopy of the forest, 
casting the world in an eerie blue haze. Einally Hiccup pulled away 
and wiped away at the tears on Astrid' s face, expression unwavering. 
Astrid sniffled, gently shrinking away when she felt Hiccup's thumb 
beneath her eyes but soon enough she sat still. She kept her eyes 
firmly on the ground, staring at the dirt beneath her. She felt 
Hiccup's rough hands clasp hers and she looked up into his tender 
eyes. He gave her a small smile and said quietly, "I'm sorry. I 
wasn't thinking about you when I brought her here but she has nowhere 
else to go. Her family was killed and there was nowhere else for me 
to take her. I know that you might feel a little uncertain," He 
paused, taking a deep breath, "About us, about me and you but you 
don't really have anything to worry about. "<p> 

"Area€ 1 are you sure?" She asked after a long pause, swallowing hard, 
"I mean, we barely know each other. I don't know the things you like, 
you don't know the things I like, I don't even knowa€ 1 " She stopped 
and paused, taking a deep breath, "Hiccup, how did you lose your 
leg? " 

"I already told you," He said, smiling, "I was out in the woods and a 
log fell on it anda€ 1 " 

"That's not what you wrote." She interrupted, looking up at him. 



"That was a lie. Remember when you caught me reading your journals, I 
found the time when you wrote about your leg, your leg and your 
mother." Hiccup was silent, knowing he had been caught lying. This 
wasn't good, "What else did you lie about?" 

"Nothing, nothing, I swear." He says, "I swear on my life, you and 
all the gods as my witness." 

"But, Ia€l This is my point, we don't know anything about each other, 
we don't know if we can trust each other or na€ 1 " Hiccup silenced her 
with short, tender kiss. 

"I trust you, with my life. With my secrets, with everything." He 
told her, his voice quiet, "From now on. I'll answer any questions 
you have." He promised, "Absolutely damned anything. My mother, my 
leg, this island, even Toothless over there." He pointed at Toothless 
for emphasis. 

"R-really?" She didn't expect that, she had only expected words, 
words and a speech. She didn't expect such a huge promise. 

"Yes really. I'll answer them all but, unfortunately, now is not the 
time. We've got to find her." He said, standing and brushing the dirt 
off of himself. He offered a hand to Astrid and she took it, bringing 
herself back up. He walked towards Toothless, mounting him with one 
elegant motion. Astrid made to walk towards him but she found another 
sharp attack of pain striking her, doubling over, suddenly feeling 
her knees go out from under her. Hiccup immediately leapt off 
Toothless and ran over, arriving quickly enough to stop her from 
falling over. He looked at her with worry, frown on his face. He 
couldn't tell what was wrong with her. He looked at Toothless and 
called out, "Toothless! You go find the other girl. I'll take Astrid 
back." Toothless nodded and dashed off into the forest, disappearing 
without a sound, "What's wrong?" He asked anxiously. 

"Ia€l I'll be fine." She said, pulling herself back up, "It's 
nothing." She took a step forward only to have her knee give out from 
under her again. Hiccup once again narrowly managing to keep her from 
falling flat on her face. 

"That doesn't seem like nothing. Look, I'll take you back to the 
house. I'll be ale to see what ails you there." He said, picking her 
up like she weighed nothing. 

"Hiccup, Hiccup, put me down! I can walk on my own," She protested, 
stubborn as ever, "I'll be fine." 

"Oh, of that I have no doubt, but for now, you won't be." He 
retorted, walking back to the house, Astrid limp in his arms, her 
head resting against his chest. Astrid tried to come up with 
something witty to counter but came up with nothing, slowly falling 
asleep, lulled into rest by the steady beating of Hiccup's 
heart . 

After a few minutes. Hiccup emerged from the forest, spotting his 
house just up ahead. He put a hand to her forehead, finding it 
uncomfortably hot. Must be a fever, he thought to himself, coupled 
with dehydration probably. He then turned away from the house and 
headed for the low squat building that he had explicitly warned her 
not to go into. He found the door wide open and he couldn't help but 



shake his head disapprovingly. Nonetheless, he entered, stepping into 
pitch darkness and reached around in the darkness for a lever. His 
hands groped the stonewalls until he felt the wooden handle and he 
pulled. For a few moments, nothing happened. Then, with a groan. 
Hiccup felt a rumble build in the ground. Lights started to flicker 
on, illuminating the dark room slowly and slowly, revealing the truly 
massive scale of what lay beneath the stone ceiling. The building 
above was merely a faA§ade, covering a massive obsidian-black cavern 
that seemed to stretch on and on and on, lit by enormous floodlights 
which disturbed the bats that rested on the ceiling of the cave. 
Lining the walls of the cave, numerous metal platforms were secured 
to the rock-face, bolted down by hand, with an untold number of doors 
that led off into depths untold. Down below, the floor of the cave 
was slanted downwards, descending even deeper into the interior of 
the island. A small stream cascaded down the rocks, the water had 
long since carved a trench through the hardened rock. Hiccup took a 
deep breath, the cool air of the cavern filling his nostrils and 
chilling him. In his ears, the sound of the water beating onto the 
hard rock was like music. He had spent so much time in these caverns 
that he was honestly surprised that he didn't immediately shrivel to 
dust under the light of the sun. In front of Hiccup, a set of 
metallic stairs led to the floor of the cavern. Carefully and slowly, 
so as not to disturb the resting Astrid, he made his way downwards, 
into the depths of the cave, to the choir of screeching bats. 
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><pXstrong>NANANANANA BATCAVE ! <strong> 


41. What To Do? 

Hiccup laid Astrid down onto the cold metal table, resting her head 
atop a worn out cushion, patched and criss-crossed with stitches. He 
looked at her with an expression of worry, nervousness. He brushed 
aside the strands of hair that had been displaced, covering her face. 
He gave her a sad smile and turned to the equipment he had on the 
metal tray next to him. He sighed and took a deep breath. He just had 
to make sureaC 1 
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><p>Toothless stalked his way through the forest, teeth bared, eyes 
scanning his surroundings. His faux-ears perked as he heard a twig 
snap and he silently swivelled his head in the direction of the 
noise. A gear clicked inside his head and his vision was suddenly 
magnified. Toothless sampled the air, picking apart the different 
scents that he could detect, rotting leaves, unidentified animal 
faeces, territorial markings, bloated corpses. Satisfied there was 
nothing in this area, he moved forward, picking his way across the 
floor of the forest, careful not to make a sound. The moon hung high 
in the night sky but the thick of the canopy only let in the barest 
slivers of azure light. It was almost pitch black here, in the depths 
of the forest, an environment that Toothless seemed to thrive in. 
Human eyes weren't adept to picking out details in the darkness, no 
matter how long they had to adjust. Some animal eyes had something 
akin to a rudimentary night-vision. Some snakes possessed pits 
beneath their eyes that provided a primitive form of heat-detection, 
making them amazing predators in the darkness. Toothless' design made 
sure that he would hold the advantage over anything organic. Hiccup 



had seen to that. Something spun inside Toothless' head and a second 
layer of lenses dropped down over Toothless' optics, immediately 
tingeing the area with an immensely bright white, with silhouettes of 
black scattered throughout. The black silhouettes were numerous, 
though they didn't possess the form of a human body. They were all 
too small, most likely mice or other small animals. Toothless 
silently pivoted his head left and right, scanning the area for the 
distinct human figure but only spotting the occasional large animal. 
He gave something akin to a groan and the lenses retracted. The gear 
clicked again and another pair of lenses dropped down, locking in 
place and the forest was lit up instantly, bright as day. He could 
see everything, even the little trail of ants that tracked their way 
across the forest floor. He sampled the nightly scents once more and 
found nothing of interest. <p> 
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><p>Hiccup silently closed the heavy iron-reinforced wooden door 
behind him, silently latching it in place. He stepped onto the metal 
platform, hearing it creak and groan beneath him. He had grown used 
to that. He took a deep breath and gripped the railing with both 
hands, leaning forward and peering down below. There were two more 
levels of platforms and doors beneath him, as well as two more above 
him. He turned back and looked at the door, ignoring the sign above 
that read EXPERI (crossed out) MEDICAL PROCEDURES. He sighed and 
shook his head before turning back around. He leaned over and placed 
his head in his hands, forearm resting on the cold metal rail. He 
brought his head up and swore quietly. He stood straight and walked 
across the platform, heading for the set of spiral stairs that led 
upwards. He passed door by door, glancing through the metal bars that 
offered a view inside. Most of the doors had a stonewall behind them; 
meaning Hiccup never got the time to carve out another room. The 
precious few doors that led into actual rooms were all named after 
what happened within those walls. MEDICAL HERBS AND PLANTS STORAGE. 
MEDICAL HERBS AND PLANTS TESTING. MEDICAL HERBS AND PLANTS GROWTH 
ROOM. OPIUM EEEECTS AND USAGES. EXPERIMENTAL SURGICAL TOOLS. 
EXPERIMENTAL SURGICAL TOOLS TESTING CHAMBER. CADAVER STORAGE. He 
passed all these rooms and didn't bother looking into them. He 
already knew what was going on in them though the growth room was 
inactive for the past few months. He approached the spiral staircase 
and saw the signs had had made up for them. Current floor: Medical 
and Luxury Items. Ground floor: Living Quarters Proper, Armoury 
Proper. Down: Offensive Labs, Defensive Labs. Up: Propulsion and 
Energy, Automata, Exit. He smiled, thinking of all the time had put 
into this bloody place. He ascended the spiral staircase; passing the 
two levels and came up onto the platform he had entered through. He 
opened the door and left, closing it behind him.<p> 

Entering the night's air. Hiccup took in a huge gulp of air. He 
looked up, finding the stars dot the black sky, the moon hanging 
ominously above. He closed his eyes and groaned, shaking his head 
again. He smacked himself in the face again, hearing the great loud 
CLAP as his hand made contact with his face. He opened his eyes and 
shouted at the sky; arms spread open shaking with fury. He screamed 
profanity and horrid things, horrid nasty things. He dropped to his 
knees and pounded at the ground with his fists, thumping as they made 
contact with the floor. Einally exhausted. Hiccup stopped and 
remained there, chest heaving with exertion, sweat rolling down his 
brow, "What a mess you've made of things." He said quietly to 
himself. He looked up at the Airship and picked himself, striding 



towards the dock with haste. He needed to make sure the chief hadn't 
woken up yet. If he didn't. Hiccup would transfer him to the Cave, 
make sure he gets all cosy. A smile almost graced his face when he 
thought about introducing Astrid to her chief, still battered bloody 
and bruised. 
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><p>Watching from above. Order and Chaos couldn't help but worry for 
Hiccup, something didn't feel right. Order turned to Chaos and asked, 
"D'you think we should help him?"<p> 

"How? How could we possibly help him at this point?" Chaos 
wondered . 

"Offer advice, something, anything!" Order said anxiously, clearly 
worried for Hiccup. 


"You can give him advice if you want to but I don't know what we can 
advise him on. The chief and what to do with him? Anka, what about 
her? How would he cope with both Anka and Astrid? What about his 
problem with Astrid now? I don't know what we could possibly say to 
help him . " 

"PerhapsaC 1 Perhaps Brother Death would know." Order 
suggested . 


"Brother Death?" Chaos scoffed, shaking his head. 


"Why not? Hiccup is his champion after all, its likely Death knows 
Hiccup more than the rest of us." 


"True, true, but then again, it seems more likely that Death would 
advise Hiccup get rid of all the unnecessary complicat ions in his 
life, if you understand me." 


"Then what do we do brother?" 


"For now? We wait, we wait and if an opportunity arises, we shall 
help . " 


42. Roaring At The Moon 

Hiccup grunted as he pulled the unconscious behemoth of a man named 
Stoic the Vast, the fucking chief of fucking Berk onto his back. 

Stoic seemed so light beforehand but then again. Hiccup thought to 
himself, he did have every vein chock full of adrenaline after almost 
burning down a village. He groaned when he took the full weight of 
the man. He could swear that he heard a something crack, "Gods be 
damned, no wonder they call you Stoic the _Vast_, you could lose a 
ship inside that belly of yours." Hiccup moaned. He dropped down 
through the hatch of the Airship and onto the dock, the wood creaking 
even louder than usual. He prayed that Stoic would cause this dock to 
fall out from under him. That would not be a very pleasant ride down. 
He made his way towards his Cave, hoping Astrid hadn't woken up. So 
many things have happened in the spam of a few hours, he thought to 
himself. So many damned things. 

Hiccup opened and closed the door behind him, feeling the contrasts 



of atmospheres inside his cavern in comparison to the outside world. 
Here, it was damp and cold, fine particles of mist latching onto his 
skin and chilling him. On the outside, it was arid and warm, dry and 
utterly so despite the great body of water that tipped over the edge 
of the island and down into the abyss below. He clambered down the 
stairs, making sure that he didn't accidentally drop the chief and 
breaking open his skull. He went all the way down to the ground 
floor, taking his pre-made path, aligned with glistening obsidian 
stones that twinkled and caught Hiccup's eye. He walked down the 
trailing path, hearing the thundering roar of flowing water gush next 
to him. He looked up and saw the massive floodlights beam down upon 
him, iridescent light filling the room. He then turned his attention 
forward, finding a fork in the path. Instinctively and without 
thought, he took the left path. Within a few more paces, he came upon 
his actual living quarters, his home away from home right by home. It 
was a large, single-floor wooden hut, completely with ceilings and 
all despite already having an untold amount of rock between them and 
the elements. It's front wall was open and it was raised a metre off 
the ground, a set of stairs leading up onto a porch, then crossing 
the threshold into the actual hut. In the left hand side corner, 

there was a partitioning wall and door, behind which was his personal 

chamber. In the right corner, a slab of rough, chiselled rock lay 

atop wooden cupboards as well as an odd set of mechanical 

contraptions, one of which had a long tube that connected the top of 
the machine and snaked off into the darkness. In the middle of the 
room, there was a table with two chairs, sat opposite each other. 
Pressed against the back wall was a large stone den, in which a great 
slab of obsidian lay against the ground. Though the slab was already 
pitch black, it seemed like you could see char and scorch marks from 
the heat of an untold fire. Lining the sides of the room, shelves 
upon shelves of leather bound books were neatly placed along side 
each other, each spine engraved with the name of the book. The place 
was lit by a small, incredibly dim orb at the centre of the room that 
was seemingly levitating in thin air. In reality the orb was hung 
from the ceiling by a long cable. Just above the orb, a small 
metallic box emitted a continuous clicking sound. He had designed it 
so that the light would resemble the day and night cycle above. It 
was just about midnight. Hiccup concluded by the dimness of the orb. 
Just to the side of the hut, there was a little exterior storage 
room. For now. Hiccup dumped the chief in a chair and left him there 
for now. He walked round the hut to the storage room and heaved open 
the door, cringing when he heard them squeal. It was brighter in here 
and Hiccup had to squint to allow his eyes to adjust. Entering into 
the pitch-dark room, he fumbled around until he found what he was 
looking for. A cot. He turned it right side up and pushed it until it 
was flush against the wall. He then waked back into the hut and 
brought the chief into the storage room, shutting the door behind 
him. There you are, he now has a place to stay. He then looked back 
up at the rows of platforms and doors bolted to the walls of the 
cave. He would have to fetch Astrid now. Gods be fecking 
damned . 

Astrid wasn't as bad as the chief, seeing as she was likely only a 
twentieth of his weight but he still took great care and walked at an 
incredibly slow speed, so as not to wake her up. She gently slumbered 
in his arms, chest slowly rising then sinking back down. He could 
feel her heart thump softly against his chest. He looked down at her 
sleeping face and felt a rush of mixed feelings. Oh, how would she 
react? Perhapsa€ 1 Perhaps if he could get rid of it while she was 
still asleep? Oh Gods, what was he to do about it? Lie about it or 



come clean? He swallowed hard and turned his attention away from her. 
Repeating the process he had gone through with the chief, Astrid now 
had her own little cot, though he had placed her cot not inside the 
storage room but rather next to the partitioning wall. It wasn't the 
best of placing but he didn't know what else to do. At least they 
wouldn't wake up and find themselves nose to nose. 

Toothless entered a clearing and looked up at the great blue moon, 
eyes transfixed on the sky above him. Oh, how he wanted to fly! It 
had been so long since Hiccup had last rode atop him, soaring through 
the air, wind howling in their ears. He looked at his wings then back 
at the sky. He flapped his wings experimentally, feeling himself lift 
ever so slightly off the ground. He readied his powerful legs to leap 
upwards, into the air. With one great leap, he sent himself up into 
the air! His wings beat furiously, beating at the air around him. 
Then, he started to fall back to Earth, the control surfaces on his 
tail failing to keep him aloft. No matter how hard he fanned his 

wings, he still felt himself being drawn back down to the ground. 

Within the span of a second he was back onto terra firma, growling in 

frustration. He looked up at the moon again, the teasing, teasing sky 

above that so begged for him, the open sky that he so yearned for. He 
couldn't go anywhere without Hiccup. He was like a bird with clipped 
wings. He roared at the moon, that awful, insulting, teasing moon! 

His horrid pained roar echoed across the island, thundering through 
the air without stop. He fired several shots of blue flame, trying to 
bring that awful moon down. He couldn't fly without Hiccup. He leapt 
back into the forest, eager to find his prey and return to Hiccup as 
soon as possible. 


43. Stoic The Vast 

Hiccup waited for the chief to slowly come to, already seeing signs 
of rousing. The storage room was lit dimly; a single shaft of light 
emanating from a hole in the roof illuminated the chief in a cone of 

light. Hiccup stood just in front of him, arms crossed and eyes 

attentive for any movements. He had prepared some food and water, in 
case his guest might wake hungry. He at the chief, then noticed the 
two figures behind him, "Come to see the show?" 

"Oh him?" Order said, stepping into the light, just to the right of 
the chief, "No, not at all, we came to see you. Talk a bit maybe." He 
leaned over and examined the chief's face very closely, "You sure did 

a number on this poor bastard's face I'll tell you that." 

"Oh yes, absolutely." Chaos this time, himself stepping into the 
shaft of light, "I'm surprised the beating you gave him didn't kill 
him but then again, he is Stoic the Vast." 

"What the Hell do you want?" Hiccup asked, "He's going to be waking 
up anytime soon, let's get this over with." 

"Oh yes! About that, what are you going to do with him Hiccup?" Chaos 
said, planting himself sideways on the chief's lap, hands behind his 
head and his body leaning over the edge of the chair. He looked at 
the chief then back at Hiccup, "Well? You going to finish the 
job? " 

"No, actually, I was going to apologise." 



"Really?" Chaos said, outstretching his arms to gesture at the 
setting they found themselves in, "Because this fucking screams 'I'm 
sorry!'" His voice dripped with sarcasm, "No, I'm serious, why don't 
you put up a banner and a goddamn cake ! " 

"He's is right though Brother," Order chimed in, "What are you going 
to do? Really?" 

"Honestly Brothers, I don't know," Hiccup admitted, "I'm still 
mightily pissed though so you better not aggravate me ora€ 1 " 

"Or what?" Chaos interrupted, throwing his hands up with a grin on 
his face, "You going to beat us up? Or are you going to take your 
frustrations on this sack of meat?" He said, reaching his hand out to 
grasp the chief's chin. Somehow, Chaos actually managed to grab the 
man's chin, instead of passing straight through it like Hiccup had 
expected. He turned the man's head left and right, tsking as he did 
so, "I mean, he did kill your mother." 

"What the fuck are you two doing here?" Hiccup said calmly, only just 
managing to keep a hold on himself. 

"We were _sent_ here to talk Hiccup, about everything that's 
happened, about everything that will happen." Order said, his voice 
suddenly turning into the neutral tone he was expected to have. 
Everyone knows that Order is unbiased and fair, "Dark tidings ahead 
Brother . " 

"Watch yourself." Chaos said, his voice fiery and deep, "Something's 
coming Brother, something big." 

"You will play a pivotal role in the days to come." Their voice 
started to merge into an unholy union. Their mouths moved together, 
their eyes blank and staring straight forward as if they were simple 
puppets . 

"How you play is up to you." 

"Do you become Death Incarnate once more and wreak havoc?" 

"Or will you rise above the noise and confusion and leave with your 
hands clean?" 

"Remember Brother, you will be tested." Suddenly the chief snapped 
awake and the Brothers disappeared into dust. Hiccup couldn't help 
but mutter, "Fucking dramatic bastards." Stoic's head snapped from 
side to side, breathing heavily from his mouth. He was panicked, 
scared by his unfamiliar surroundings. He tried to stand but found 
himself bound tightly and securely. He looked up and saw a figure 
standing in the shadows, though the darkness hid his features 
well . 

"Where am I?" 

"You're safe." Hiccup responded; keeping his voice flat and calm 
despite a bubbling hot build up of venom and anger. Something inside 
him still lusted for blood, still yearned for bloody vengeance. He 
clenched his fists tightly, "You won't be harmed." 

"And what of my village!" He struggled more, trying to break from his 



restraints to no avail, "What have you done to Berk?" He 
spat . 

"Nothing . " 

"Ia€l" The chief stopped and leaned back in his chair, still panting 
and heaving, "I know you want revenge. You think it's going to make 
you feel better. I won't say anything about it, maybe you're right 
but don't take it out on Berk." Pleaded the chief, not convinced by 
Hiccup that he had indeed left Berk alone, "Take it out on me but not 
on them, I'm the one responsible." Hiccup didn't quite expect that 
but he said nothing for a few moments. 

"Trust me, I haven't touched Berk." Wella€l "I'm not going to kill 
you or beat you or harm you." Hiccup said. He turned and picked up 
the glass of water and the tray of food he had prepared. He stepped 
into the light and crouched down, putting the tray on the chief's lap 
and lifting the glass up so that it was at the same level of the 
chief's mouth, "Water?" The chief looked at it suspiciously then he 
nodded. Hiccup put the cup to Stoic's mouth and tipped the contents 
into his mouth. He took it away once the water was all gone, "I'd 
like to say I'm sorry." Hiccup said, not looking at the man in the 
eye . 

"What for?" Was the unexpected response. 

"Wella€l For all this." Hiccup gestured around him. 

"No, I know that but why apologise to me? Considering everything 
you've been through, you're handling it pretty well." 

"I hope so." Hiccup looked up from the floor and into Stoic's face, 
finding a surprisingly tender expression from the hardened man. 

"You hope? You don't need to worry about that." Stoic said, "Not 
everyone bent on revenge gives it up so easily." 

"Well, I've had a lot of time to get over it." Hiccup said, standing 
up . 

"Look son, I'm sorry about what happened all those years ago. I 
really am. Back then. Berk, wea€ 1 We weren't exactly the friendliest 
of islands but now we've changed. We're peaceful now. We don't go 
around plundering anymore. I know what we used to do was horrible, 
absolutely fucking horrible but we've come a long way now." The chief 
said, his expression turning morose and sad, "But nothing I say will 
change the past will it. I'm sorry about your ma, truly I am." 

"I appreciate the sentiment but it won't be necessary, I've had a 
long time to get over her death." 

"No, you haven't." The chief said, chuckling gently. 

"Sorry? " 

"You haven't gotten over her yet, at least not properly. Why else 
would I be here?" The chief made his argument, "It doesn't matter 
though. Despite what you've gone through, there's something about 
you, somethingaC 1 I can't describe it but you've got the makings of a 
good man about you." 



"How can you tell? You don't know me and trust me when I say that 
I've killed a lot of people." 


"Yes, yes, it appears you certainly have. Your style of fighting 
shows that but good men do bad things to make the world a better 
place . " 

"I am not a good man, trust me on that. I am an evil man." Hiccup 
says, looking the chief in the eyes, "An evil man talks when he's 
about to kill someone, he gloats and he talks and he smiles. He 
postpones the murder because he knows that he's beaten the other man, 
he knows that he's won and he loves that fact. An evil man goddamn 
loves the feeling of winning, he loves the conquer and the victory 
because it makes him feel like king of the whole world. A good man? 
He'll just kill you on the spot." For a moment, there was nothing but 
silence after Hiccup's monologue, not even the Brothers appeared to 
mock his performance. 

"You keep telling yourself that and maybe you'll believe it." Stoic 
retorted, "An evil man would've just killed me, strung me up by the 
balls and paraded me around the village." 

"I can safely assume I'm not on Berk correct?" Stoic said, changing 
the subject, looking around once more but finding nothing of use in 
the darkness. 

"Yes . " 

"Alright." For a second, there was utter silence between the two of 
them then the chief said, "Would you kindly undo these bonds? I 
really am quite hungry. You can trust me though lad, I won't do 
anything. For now, I'm your obedient prisoner." Hiccup nodded and 
walked forward, untying the knots that held Stoic in place. After he 
finished with the last knot, he stepped back and the chief brought 
his hands forward from behind his back, rubbing gingerly at his 
wrists. True to his words, he didn't do anything, "Did you have to 
tie the ropes so damn tight?" The chief complained, to which Hiccup 
shrugged . 

"Had to be sure." 

"Right you are." The chief immediately started to eat what Hiccup had 
given him, shovelling in food without any thought, "You're a good 
cook lad." Hiccup nodded in acknowledgement. 

"Thank you." Stoic kept eating and within seconds, everything was 
gone. The chief stood up, holding the tray and he passed it back to 
Hiccup who took it and placed it beside him. Stoic walked back to his 
chair and held his hands out, expecting the ropes to come back on, 

"No, you won't be staying here tied up like that. There's a cot back 
there for you," Hiccup said, pointing behind the chief, "I'll put 
some real lights on for you too. You'll get your meals and I'll be 
back to see you everyday." Hiccup turned to leave but the chief 
stopped him. 

"You've got Astrid with you right?" Hiccup didn't know what to say 
but his silence confirmed the chief's suspicions, "Ah, I knew it. I'm 
assuming she don't know I'm here?" 



"No . " 


"Alright, I'll do my best to keep it that way but if you do need to 
explain it to her, bring her here. I'll do all the talking." Hiccup 
didn't expect the chief to be quite so jovial about everything, the 
kidnapping, the beating as well as him having one of his citizens 
here, absolutely nothing! 

"If I may ask, why are you being soa€ 1 Gentle about this?" 

"Why? Because I owe it to you, that's why. Ia€l I took away your 
mother and this is the very least I can do." He said, nodding gently, 
"I'll do whatever it takes to make it up to you." 

"Thank you, Ia€l" What was Hiccup to say? "Appreciate it. Thank 
you . " 

"Don't you worry about it lad." Hiccup turned to leave again and made 
it to the door before the chief called out, "Take good care of Astrid 
lad!" And the door swung shut behind him. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>At the rate I'm churning out these chapters, this story 
might well make it into about 50 or even 60 chapters but it'll be 
over and when that does, I just want to know if <strong>* *you ****are 
interested in me possibly writing a sequel to this. I know it might 
be a little premature to talk about this but I just want some public 
opinion so if you have an idea for a possible future sequel, go ahead 

and tell me about it! I'm always open to hearing about this. 

* * 


**Anyways, thanks once more for reading my story and this would not 
be worth it without knowing that people actually read this. Thanks so 
much and I really appreciate everything. Leave a review and good 
night /morning/ day/ what ever-part-of-the-day-you ' re-reading-this-on ! * * 


44. Astrid wakes! 

Hiccup didn't sleep that night. He didn't even go near his bed. After 
leaving Stoic, he walked back up the path to the fork and turned 
right this time, heading towards the armoury proper. Despite knowing 
the exact location of everything in this cave, he still decided to 
take the path towards the armoury, enjoying the sound of the gravel 
crunching beneath his feet. 

Soon enough, he came upon a stone bricked building, also ironically 
equipped with a roof. The entire place was created from stone and 
metal, not a single bit of wood. It was built in the shape of a 
half-circle. It was built without any walls. There was a massive 
furnace and smelter at the centre. On the right hand side, there was 
a smithy; complete with all the necessary tools and equipment all 
hand made by Hiccup himself. Whatever he didn't make or couldn't 
make, he nicked from a few different sources. The left hand side was 
filled with racks of various mA^lA©e weapons of all different shapes, 
sizes and colours though they all consisted of single-handed swords, 
daggers, throwing knives and various hammers; seeing as they were 
Hiccup's preferred weapons. The ones he kept in the wooden house 
above were duds, elaborate fakes that would shatter in actual combat. 



No, he kept all the real weapons here, his true beauties. To the side 
of the building, there was a wooden-f loored training pit. It was 
complete with dummies pockmarked with slashes and cuts, numerous 
targets at varying heights and distances (some still had a throwing 
knife embedded at the centre mark) , suspended bags filled with sand 
and a few manikins that were suspended from the air. He had spent 
many a day perfecting his techniques here, continuous training and 
adjustment and more training made every type of slash and cut and jab 
embedded in Hiccup's mind. It was all internalised now, pure instinct 
and feeling. 

He entered stone building and headed over to the furnace immediately, 
heaving open the heavy char-black metal doors and peering within. 
Toothless had a nasty habit of overheating the furnace. Hiccup had to 
put out a few fires because of that. He looked into the darkness, 
seeing nothing but coal and ash. Closing it he headed over towards 
the training pit, jumping down from the elevated floor of the smithy 
and onto the wooden floor. He examined the dummies, occasionally 
pulling out the odd throwing knife and dagger. He looked around and 
groaned, why didn't he clean this up _before _he left? 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid slowly pulled herself up, the horrid feeling in her 
abdomen having long since faded away. She examined her new 
surroundings. She shook her head and snorted, this was becoming all 
too regular. Pass out, wake up somewhere completely new. She stood up 
and stretched, yawning and rubbing her eyes. This was all brand new; 
it wasn't Hiccup's surface house. No, it was too dark for that. She 
stepped onto the porch and gasped as the cavern stretched in front of 
her. The rows of platforms and doors, the stark black walls of the 
cave and the thundering cascade of water, "Where am I?" She breathed, 
"This is certainlyaC 1 New." She heard footsteps and the crunching of 
gravel and out of the darkness. Hiccup appeared, walking down a small 
gravel path she had noticed before, "Hiccup! Where are we?" He looked 
up and his expression lit up instantly though inside, he didn't want 
to see Astrid just yet. He needed a little more time to think, how 
was he going to tell her? How would she react? Would she reject 
whatever he said?<p> 

"Where are we? You remember that building I told you not to go into?" 
He said, pausing to let her work it out on her own. 

"So this was what you were hiding? I don't understand why you would 
want to hide all of tha€ 1 Oh, you weren't hiding this place, you were 
hidinga€ 1 Okay, I get it." She said with a smile, "Wait, so why do 
you have two houses?" 

"Erma€ 1 Emergencies." He said, scratching the back of his head as he 
approached . 

"Like what?" 

"Erma€ 1 Eire related emergencies." He said, remembering what had 
happened the first time he had brought Toothless back, "The usual." 

He added with a grin as he took the stairs to the house in one great 
bound before he was directly in front of Astrid, "On that an 
unrelated note, it's good to see you all fine again." He said, 
placing a gentle peck on her forehead, something he still had to just 
lean over for. 



"Thanks." She said, smiling back, "So, what are we going to do now? 
Are we going to look fora€ 1 What's her name?" 

"Anka. " 

"Are we going to look for _Anka?_" 

"No, it's fine. Toothless' out looking for her." Though he certainly 
hoped that Toothless wouldn't suddenly become that aggressive again. 
He had never seen anything like that! Especially when they weren't 
even fighting anyone, "She'll be fine." 

"Ok. " 

"Look Astrid, I want you to know somethinga€ 1 " Hiccup's heart just 
stopped beating. Oh Gods, Hiccup thought, what would he say? He 
didn't even know how he felt himself, his heart screamed yes but 
every other part of his body, every fibre of his being protested. He 
could even imagine the Brothers shaking their heads and waving their 
hands to get Hiccup to shut the Hell up. Oh grow a fucking pair. 
Hiccup thought to himself, grow a fucking pair, "You'reaOl" 

He suddenly heard the door swing open, the sound of it reverberating 
throughout the stone cavern, "That must be Toothless now!" He turned 
but instead of seeing Anka and Toothless, he just saw Toothless. As 
the beast crossed the threshold, kicking the door shut with one of 
his hind legs. Toothless leapt down onto the stone floors, body 
absorbing the shock of the impact. Toothless bounded over towards 
Hiccup and closed the gap within seconds, knocking him over and 
pinned him to the ground. Soon enough. Hiccup was covered in slobber 
and he had to wrangle Toothless away, protesting all the way, 
"Toothless, come on buddy! Calm down! I'm here." Finally, Hiccup 
managed to stand up and wiped himself off, turning to find Astrid 
chuckling, grinning, "What's so funny?" 

"Nothing." She said, not being able to keep a straight face, "It's 
nothing . " 

"Tell me, what's so funny? I want to laugh too!" He pestered, leaning 
over to look at her straight in the eye, "Come on, come on Astrid, 
tell me . " 

No, I'm sorry, this one's all mine." She said, trying to cover her 
mirth with a hand over her mouth. 

"What'll it take to buy it?" Hiccup took away the hand, "What'll it 
take to get you to tell me?" He leaned in close, 
smiling . 

"PerhapsaC 1 " It was her turn to lean in and they met in the middle, 
locking into a tender exchange, Astrid and Hiccup sparring within the 
arena of each other's mouths, tongues wrestling for control. And of 
course. Hiccup forgot the whole Anka debacle. For now, it was just 
him and Astrid and a small squeaky cot. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Bit of a short chapter but I'll come out with more soon. 
If anyone's into DOTA, then I'll tell you that I've started a little 



DOTA 2 Fanfiction story, it's called Band of Brothers and I like the 
way it's turning out so far. <strong> 


**And don't worry, I won't start two stories and give up on one 
*cough cough*. I'll work out something like a schedule. Anyways, I 
hope you've enjoyed the stories so far and I'll keep putting out 
more . * * 


45. (I could use some help with the title!) 

**Author's Note: Hello Ladies and Gents! How are you? ** 

**Alright, let's get to the point. Now, you may have noticed that 
earlier, I told you about a fellow by name of Risgord, how he was 
planning on making a comic for this here story? Well, I should've 
done this earlier but I'm going to put up a link to his deviantART 
page where he's planning to upload the comic (I presume, I'm not 
really sure how any of this works) . He's got a few concepts for the 
comic so far and, personally, I think they look pretty good so far! 
Now, he would really appreciate the feedback from you guys, so if you 
check him out; please give him some feedback as I'm sure he'll like 
to see what you guys think about it!** 

**Anyways, here's a new chapter and, please go check this man's page 
out. (UPDATE) It appears that FanFiction does not let me send links 
so just, erm, search up 'risgord deviantart ' on the almighty Lord 
Google and just click on the one that says 'Risgord' s deviantArt 
gallery ' * * 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Toothless sat by in his own personal cave, absentmindedly 
cleaning off his mechanical paws with his tongue as he tried his best 
to drown out the cries and screams emanating from the cot. He banged 
his head loudly onto the floor of the cave, trying to illicit some 
response, anything to get them to stop. He covered his ears and did 
his best to groan loudly, trying to get the two to stop before he 
snapped. Toothless even started to roar, trying to get the two to 
stop buggering each other. Of course though, they didn't get 
Toothless' message as Astrid cried out, digging her nails into 
Hiccup's back. Toothless, finally thinking enough was enough, walked 
past the pair in their throes of passion and out into the cavern, 
putting as much space between him and Hiccup and Astrid. He leapt 
upwards, digging his claws into the sheer rock face, his talons 
finding his familiar holds and scratches he had put in 
earlier . <p> 

Hiccup and Astrid held each other firmly, naked bodies entangled with 
each other. Sweat covered their figures and their chests heaved from 
exertion. Hiccup stared into Astrid' s eyes, feeling his heart melt 
away. He brushed away a stray strand of hair, resting his hands 
gently upon her cheek, feeling her soft skin beneath his palms. 

Astrid leaned in closer and kissed him deeply. Hiccup quickly adding 
his tongue into the mix. And for a few moments, they held the tender 
embrace. Finally, it was Hiccup who pulled away, sighing with a great 
smile plastered on his face, "That wasa€ 1 just great." He managed to 
breathe . 

"I've been learning." Astrid said with a smile, planting another kiss 



on his lips, "Thank the Gods there was no one around to hear all 
that. They'd have busted eardrums by now." Hiccup almost corrected 
her. _Almost_. Then he wanted to laugh, what would Stoic think of all 
this ? 

"Well, I think we pissed off Toothless." Hiccup said with a laugh as 
he watched Toothless claw at the walls of the cavern in a futile 
attempt to escape, "Bud! You can stop now!" Toothless turned to look 
at him and stopped, walking back into his own little cave; heating up 
the stones beneath him with a gust of flame before settling down. 
Hiccup sat up on the bed and pulled on his trousers, fumbling around 
as he got the prosthesis stuck one of the legs. He kept forgetting to 
take this off whenever he climbed into bed. As soon as he got his 
trousers on, he rolled up the leg and examined the leather straps, 
testing the springs to see if they squeaked. Sure enough, they did. 

He looked at Toothless and called out, "Hey bud! Could you fetch some 
oil?" Toothless looked up at him with a look of mild annoyance. He 
let out something of a groan and walked off into the cavern, turning 
towards the smithy. Hiccup undid the straps and pulled his fake leg 
off, look at the stump beneath. Once again, Astrid was faced with the 
sight of Hiccup without his prosthesis. It was so strange to her, 
suddenly finding Hiccup missing half his leg. Despite being made out 
of metal, his prosthesis just seemed so natural; it just didn't seem 
like a fake leg. 

"Does it still hurt?" Astrid asked out of curiosity, the words 
escaping her mouth before her mind could snatch them out her 
throat . 

"The leg?" Astrid nodded, "No. Not anymore. If you kicked it sure, 
it'll hurt but not naturally." Hiccup responded as he examined his 
stump just to be sure nothing was wrong. He moved what was left of 
his leg up and down experimentally, "Toothless! You remember where I 
put the oil right?" An annoyed roar was his response and Toothless 
appeared from the cavern, leaping onto the porch with one swift 
movement; depositing the little metal tin at Hiccup's feet before 
walking back into his little cave, "Thanks bud." And Hiccup picked up 
the little tin and poured just a little onto the springs of his leg, 
testing to see if they still squeaked. Nodding and smiling, he 
strapped his leg back on before standing up walking around 
experimentally to make sure there still weren't any sounds. He jumped 
once, twice and then crouched; ears perked for any hint of a sound. 
Satisfied he found his tunic and put it back on, "You hungry?" Hiccup 
asked . 

"Erma€ 1 Not really. Toothless gave me some fish earlier." 

"Let me guess, he crammed it down his throat first?" Astrid nodded 
and Hiccup smiled, "Yeah, I remember him doing that to me the first 
week he was created." 

"Is he that nice with everyone?" 

"Only the people he likes." Hiccup said with a chuckle, "Normally, 
it'd take him a while to get used to someone new but it seems he's 
taken an early liking to you." Hiccup picked up the tin and made his 
way over to the table, placing the tin atop of it. Hiccup turned back 
to Astrid, his eyes just couldn't help but notice the way she looked. 
The way her hair seemed to glow in the darkness, the rise and fall of 
her breasts, how her eyes just seemed to sparkle. _Calm down there 



boy_. Hiccup mentally chided himself, "You look wonderful." 

"I, uh, " Astrid found herself lost for words. No one had ever made 
her feel like this. She found herself blushing, "Thanks." _Pull 
yourself together Astrid, keep it together, just calm down, _"You 
look great yourself." She blurted out. 

"Thanks." Oh, the way he smiled at her just seems to make her heart 
melt into a little puddle. _How does he do that?_ 

"Are you going to show me around this place?" She asked 
hesitantly . 

"Sure, why not?" He quickly dashed around the room, picking up all of 
Astrid' s discarded articles of clothing, "You want to put something 
on or are you just going to go around like that? Though, I don't mind 
either way." He said with a grin. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Soon enough. Hiccup and Astrid were making their way up the 
spiral staircase as Hiccup led the way; gripping Astrid' s hand 
tightly in his, "This level is dedicated to offence and defence. So, 

I research things like new armours here and new types of weapons. 
Actually," He pointed out on door in particular, "I built my pistols 
in that room."<p> 

"Pistols ? " 

"Oh, haven't I shown them to you?" Astrid shook her head, "Oh, ok, 
hang on. Wait here." Hiccup dashed up the stairs and Astrid heard the 
exit open and close. For a few moments, Astrid was left standing on 
the metal platforms, her fear of heights already long since dispelled 
since Hiccup had first shown her the Airship. Soon enough. Hiccup was 
back and with two odd looking pieces of metal and wood. Hiccup showed 
them to her, "These, are my pistols. Want to see how they work?" 
Astrid nodded and Hiccup pointed one out towards the cavern, aiming 
at nothing in particular. He squeezed the trigger and what came next 
was one of the loudest sounds Astrid had ever heard. A blast of flame 
erupted from the pistol's barrel and, if you had the ability to slow 
down time, you could see the tiny steel ball rip through the 
air . 

"GODS! Hiccup! You could've told me it would've been that loud." 
Astrid said, rubbing her ears. 

"WHAT? I CAN'T HEAR YOU?" Hiccup acted, pretending he was deaf. He 
stuck a finger in his ear and twisted it around, "IT'S TOO LOUD!" 
Astrid looked at him with an expression of disbelief and he dropped 
the act instantly, "I'm kidding." From the other end of the cavern. 
Toothless roared once more, "Sorry bud!" 

Halfway across the island, Anka made her way through the forest; 
trying to find the beach again. She was lost, so dreadfully lost but 
she knew what she was supposed to do. It was hot out here, unbearably 
so but she remained focused. She would have to find water soon, 
perhaps even some food but she knew that she wouldn't be out here for 
that long. No, all she needed was just a little bit of water and that 
was it. She remembered her mission. She remembered what she had been 
told. Find the beach. Find the waterfall. Send the signal. 



46. Just Some Brotherly Banter! 


**Author's note: Wow, so much for a 'weekly update schedule' but I 
recently came down with a rather nasty cold and I kept sneezing all 
over my computer so I just gave it a break. This is just a little 
thing I wanted to write between the brothers. Just some good old 
dialogue and some back and forth between these two. ** 

**PS Please go and check our Risgord's DeviantART page, where he'll 
be posting chapters of his new comic of this story! So, check out his 
concepts that he's uploaded already and keep checking back (weekly 
maybe) to see what's new! Leave some feedback as I'm sure he'll 
appreciate it. Unfortunately, FanFiction doesn't let me post in links 
so 'Risgord DeviantART'. Look it up guys.** 

**Anyways, enjoy this relatively short chapter.** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Chaos<strong> 

You know, when they say that Order and Chaos are locked in an eternal 
battle, they're just bullshitting you. We can't be locking horns 
every second of every day, we got better things to do you know! They 
invented the word 'peace' for a reason, to give us a break! If we 
fought all the time, we'd wiped out half of humanity before lunch! 
Lemme tell you something, it's hard being a living, breathing 
embodiment of an immaterial, existential abstract concept such as 
chaos or order. I can see all of this world's days, past and pending 
and its up to us to make sure that everything goes exactly the way 
its supposed to. Ok, we might bend the rules a bit from time to time 
to see what happens but I digress. Anyways, yadayadayada where was I? 
Oh yeah. Order and Chaos fighting. It's not the fight you should be 
dreading though. Imagine Order and Chaos as two brothers, us. We 
rough around a bit but we don't stay mad at each other long, we're 
just messing around. No, the real fight goes on between Life and 
Death. If we're like brother and sister, these two are like abusive, 
divorced husband and his deranged, psychotic ex! Always bickering 
those two. They can't make up their minds on the right balance, 
never! Death always wants more deaths while Life always wants more 
people. It'll never end I tell you that 


**Order** 


Bloody rough day I'll tell you that. Death's been keeping a close eye 
on his former champion. Hiccup. I don't know why but there's 
something big coming soon. I know that Life has a champion out there 
somewhere as well. Hiccup isn't going to like this one bit. He was 
always a better mechanic, always tinkering about and building new 
things. In my opinion, it's better for him to be that way. Magic 
won't stop you from getting blown to bits or set on fire or having 
hundreds of holes being riddled in your body. Maybe that's why Hiccup 
always stuck to his machines. He always knew that machinery would 
beat magic. Smart bastard. Anyways, as I was about to say, I'm 
worried about what mi 


**Chaos** 



Hey Order! 


**Order** 


Dammit Chaos! Don't interrupt me; I'm trying to fucking monologue 
here ! 


**Chaos** 


I know but since when did Life get a champion? How does that even 
work? Isn't Life suppose to not kill anyone? 


**Order** 


Don't ask me on how it works! We all follow a specific set of rules, 
guidelines! Stuff that's been set in stone! 


**Chaos** 


But who sets these rules anyway? 


**Order** 


I don't know. Him? 


**Chaos** 


Who ' s Him? 


**Order** 


Up there you fool ! Above us ! 


**Chaos** 


You mean God? 


**Order** 


Oh don't be a fucking buffoon! Of course it's not God! A higher 
being! Something beyond our realm of existence! Something we can't 
even comprehend! 


**Chaos** 


So... Basically a God? 


**Order** 


You know what? Don't ask me about how this any of this shit 
works ! 


**Chaos** 


Whoa, brother! You need to relax! What's the matter? Something 
wrong? 


**Order** 


*sigh* Yes, something's going on here brother and I don't like it. 



There's something suspicious about the way that Life and Death have 
been acting recently. I think they're finally going to do 
it . 


**Chaos** 


Do what? 


**Order** 


Set their champions upon one another, two completely schools of 
thought. No rules, no holds barred. Let the best man win. The final 
battle between Life and Death. 


**Chaos** 

No fucking way! Who is Life's champion? Oh man, I can't wait to see! 
Whoever it is, I bet Hiccup is absolutely going to kick his 
ass ! 

**Order** 

Calm down! Your giddiness just caused an earthquake 
somewhere . 

**Chaos** 

Oops, sorry. Oh shit, you're right. Oh dammit, sorry humans! Oh wait, 
they can't hear me. 

**Order** 

You are such an idiot that it defies all comprehension. How did you 
even become Chaos' manifestation anyway? Actually, don't even answer 
that question because I don't want to know. 


**Chaos** 


So, who do you think will be Hiccup's competitor? 


**Order** 


Most likely Sister Fate, or whatever or whomever she is 
now . 


**Chaos** 


This is going to get interesting! Oh man! I want to watch this so 
badly! Hey, did humans invent popcorn yet? No, wait, hang on. Time 
Keeper! Time Keeper! When do humans invent popcorn? No, not the 
healthy stuff, the American kind! The buttery shit! The stuff that'll 
probably give you a heart attack! The 30s? Dammit! How long is that? 
Couple hundred years? Aww fucking Hell! Can we just bend time real 
quick? I just need to make a quick stop. Where? I don't know where! 
Where the Hell do they sell popcorn? 


**Order** 


No, Brother! Don't do it! You'll create an anachronism! No, no, no 
no! Don't bring it in here! JUST LEAVE IT. 



**Chaos** 


But *crunch crunch* it's _so _good! I love this shit! *crunch* Man, I 
love human inventions. All hail the microwave! 

**Order** 

Oh great, look what you did! You've created an 
anachronism ! 


**Chaos** 


What's an anachronism? *crunch crunch* 


**Order** 


It's a literary term, where something is taken out of its time and 
placed somewhere else! This isn't the right time period for popcorn! 
We don't even have cannons yet! You idiot! Now the writer's gotta 
find a way to fix this. 


**Chaos** 


So? And what do you mean by 'writer'? 


**Order** 


Whatever. Look, if your character gets 
now, don't blame it on me! You brought 
absolutely no role in this whatsoever! 
nothing to with this? You can kill off 


killed off two chapters from 
this on yourself. I have 
Do you hear that? I have 
him but leave me! The fans 


love me! They'll hate you if you kill me off! 


**Chaos** 


Who are you talking to? What is going on? 


**Order** 


Quick! End this chapter now! Before Chaos does anything we'll regret! 
Quick ! 


**Chaos** 


Who the Hell are you talking to? Hello? Is anyone ther 


47. Target Name: Hiccup 

**Author's Note: Ladies and Gentleman, I am so damn sorry for not 
updating. I have no idea what the literal fuck happened but I'm back 
and hopefully I'll be here to stay!** 

**It's not much in the way of size but nonetheless, I hope you enjoy. 

-k k 

k k k 


><p>Now, we must quickly turn our eyes away from Hiccup's mystical 



floating isle and look back at the village of Berk. With the chief 
gone, the village was almost in a state of mass hysteria without 
anyone to lead them. Shortly afterwards, during a horrendous bout of 
mist and fog, seven heavily armed ships slowly sailed out of the 
darkness. They were massive, much larger than the ships the Vikings 
were so used to. One of them, at the very front of the pack, was 
covered in thick metal plating. Something the Vikings had never seen 
before. Its sails were black and it just seemed to tower over 
everything, even the other ships. The ship sent out a small little 
party of five on a wooden rowing boat. They docked at noontime and 
from that boat, stepped a heavily armed, beautiful black haired 
woman . <p> 

**A few days earlier ** 

Anka stood with her back straighter than a plank of wood, her face 
set in a grim expression. Her real name wasn't even Anka but it was 
the name assigned to her when she got her squad. She was standing at 
attention in front of a desk, made of great dark mahogany, a rare 
commodity out in the middle of the ocean. Beneath her feet, the deck 
of the ship lulled slightly, just enough for her to lose her balance 
for a split second. Anka swallowed hard. Behind the intimidating desk 
was an even more intimidating sight. Her commander. 

Anka knew all the stories about her commander. Some called her Sister 
Fate since none could escape her, others called her the Black Widow 
(clichA©d, Anka almost said when she first heard that nickname) and 
others were to damn scared of her to call her anything else than 
ma'am. All the stories differed but there were a few similarities. It 
was almost common fact that Sister Fate was once part of the League 
of Shadows and defected when the Church offered her something she 
couldn't resist. No one knew what that was of course and they all 
doubted that they would ever find out. They all had no idea how she 
got her scars though, the only blemishes on an otherwise perfect 
face. They were healed of course but they stood out considerably 
against her pale skin. A lopsided X carved into her cheek and a line 
that curved upwards from the edge of her mouth to her jawbone, 
creating a gruesome smile. One of her eyes was missing (no one knew 
how this happened as well) and in its place was a whirring, clicking 
glass mechanism. It seemed to work just fine, seeing as she could 
spot an ant from a hundred metres away. It was no secret however, 
that Sister Fate had a heart of ice and could kill you with just a 
snap of her fingers. 

So here she was, Anka standing in front of what might be the most 
dangerous person in the world and she had no idea why she was called 
up here for. She was nervous to say in the least. Despite the rough 
seas and howling winds outside, it seemed like there was not a single 
sound in the room except the furious beating of Anka ' s heart. She was 
somehow sweating as well, despite the cold of the air, "Ma'am? You 
called for me?" 

"Yes, " Came the voice, silky smooth with a hint of ice, "Anka, is 
it?" 


"Yes ma'am." Anka swallowed hard. Whatever came next wasn't going to 
be good. 


"Here are your new orders." Sister Fate tossed an envelope onto the 
desk and motioned for Anka to pick it up. As she opened it. Sister 



Fate continued 


"You're being reassigned." 


"Boer's Island? What's on there?" Anka asked, examining the first 
piece of paper inside. 

"Nothing, just another bunch of damned Vikings. You're going to clear 
it out for me. Kill the all men, even if they surrender. We'll take 
the women and children. If they give you any trouble just kill them." 
She said with stone cold indifference. Anka was a trained killer but 
even she didn't speak like that, tossing aside life like they it was 
nothing. Anka looked at the next piece of paper behind it, frowning 
in curiosity. 

"Who is this ma'am?" Anka said, looking at the portrait of a 
rough-looking, brown-haired man. 

"Your secondary objective. I am handing this out to all females in 
every squad. He has a rather soft spot in his heart for damsels in 
distress." She says with more disdain than usual. 

"Ma ' am?" 


"We don't know if he'll actually be there though but if he does show 
up, then your orders are listed on the back." Anka checked the back 
and sure enough, there they were, "Now, you have to be very careful 
with this one. He isn't like the others we've faced before. He's not 
a magic-user. He prefers machines. He thinks they're more reliable," 
She says like its common knowledge, "Here's something else for you." 
Sister Fate places a small metal cylinder on the desk and presses a 
button. There is a hiss and a whirr and the cylinder slowly opens up. 
It starts to transform, each part turning and moving until the 
cylinder somehow manages to become a mechanical pigeon. The fowl 
walks back and forth on the desk and looks up at Anka, cawing at her 
and then snapping back into its cylinder form, "It's a mechanical 
pigeon. When you are out of his sight, deploy this in a safe 
location. It will fly back to us and relay your location. That will 
be all Anka . " 

"Yes ma'am." Anka turned to leave but just as she did, her 
commander's voice stopped her. 

"Anka?" 


"Yes?" 


"This is where your skills as an actor come into play." Then Anka was 
dismissed . 

Outside of Sister Fate's office, Anka sighed and ran her hand through 
her hair. She looked up at the raging skies and closed her eyes for 
just a second, feeling the wind through her hair and the wet drops of 
rain patter onto her face, "Holy fuck." She breathed, swallowing hard 
and feeling grateful that she had survived her encounter with Sister 
Fate . 

She quickly retreated back to her quarters on the ironclad boat and 
looked through the target dossier in the light of a dim lantern. It 
read : 


(In large, threatening print) 



**TARGET NAME: Hiccup** 


**PRIORITY: HIGH** 

**ENEMY OE THE CHURCH** 

**EORMER MEMBER OE THE LEAGUE OE SHADOWS, LIKELY THE LAST** 

**HIGHLY DANGEROUS, APPROACH WITH CAUTION, NEVER TAKE ON 
ALONE** 

**DISABLE EROM RANGE THEN APPROACH WITH AT LEAST 8 MEMBERS, NEVER LET 
YOUR GUARD DOWN** 

**CAPTURE ALIVE IE POSSIBLE** 

**KILL IE NOT** 

**AS KNOWN AS:** 

** -ATLAS WOLEBLOOD** 

**-BEAST ** 

**-REYKA GREY** 

(in a messy, thick red scrawl; strangely reminiscent of Sister Eate ' s 
handwriting; pen seems to have been pressed hard into the paper, as 
if in anger) 

**-DEAD** 

4 8 . Sparring ! 

**Another chapter for you! I had some free time and I decided to get 
another chapter done. Here we get to see a little more Hiccup and 
Astrid time (not _that _type of 'Hiccup and Astrid time') so I hope 
you enjoy it ! ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Anka wiped away at the rivulets of sweat that had formed en masse 
on her face, huffing and puffing away as she continued her way 
through the forest. She ducked under low hanging vines and made sure 
not to trip on large, gnarled roots that ripped through the ground in 
large uneven spots. She couldn't help but grumble under her breath as 
she swatted away another stinging insect. She should feel grateful, 
she was given one of the most important tasks of all by her commander 
but still; this was absolute torture. She had water and food but 
nonetheless, it didn't stop her from feeling hot and overheated. She 
thought to herself, what was so special about Hiccup? Then she 
thought back to the Airship, the fact that he managed to kill off her 
squad single-handedly and that hideous metallic abomination. Despite 
this, what was so important about him to her commander? Why did 
Sister Eate care so much about this man?<p> 



><p>Hiccup called out for Toothless in the darkness of the cavern 
then turned to Astrid beside him, "I'm afraid there isn't much to do 
here, I mostly spend all my time by myself. "<p> 

"That ' s fine . " 

"What do you enjoy doing?" Hiccup asked intently, glancing back down 
to the cavern, seeing Toothless rouse himself from his slumber and 
stretch before slowly slinking towards them, "What did you do for fun 
back at Berk?" 

"I'd spend most of my time training." 

"Training? For what?" 

"I don't know." Astrid said, shrugging and looking down at the cavern 
below them, "It just helped me pass the time. I'd just wander off 
into the forest and start hacking away at trees. Most of the time I 
would head to the arena, find someone else to spar 
with . " 

"Sparring?" Hiccup chuckled, smirking, "Maybe we could spar together, 
I have a little training pit?" He said more nervously now. 

"Oh no, I wouldn't want to spar against you, the _mighty_ Hiccup." 

She said, casting him a smile that just seemed to make his heart melt 
away into a molten mess, "For your sake that is." She said 
confidently, lightly hitting him in the arm. Astrid felt pretty good 
about sparring with Hiccup. She did exaggerate a bit about what she 
did. She didn't spend _most _of her time training, more like _all 
_her time. 

"Ow!" Of course that didn't hurt, but it doesn't hurt to play 
along . 

"Come on, where is your 'training pit'?" She asked, looking him in 
the eye, her smile still on her face. Hiccup cocked his head towards 
the cavern and took her by the hand, savouring the feeling of her 
hand in his. 

"Right this way." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Back on Berk, Sister Fate took one breath of the salty air and 
spat a gob of saliva onto the dock. Very unwomanly but she didn't 
care. She looked around and saw a village in chaos. There seemed to 
be absolutely nothing going on. No fisherman at the docks, waiting 
for the ships to return with a fresh haul. No sounds emanating from 
the smithy, no ambient clanging from the hammer against the anvil. 
None from the livestock and there wasn't even anybody out and about, 
"What the Hell is going on here?" She muttered to herself. She turned 
back to the ship and called out to the soldier posted on deck, "Get 
the men! Secure the island! Don't kill anybody yet! I want some 
answers first. "<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid was knocked on her ass for the third time. Ok, fourth 
time. Fifth. Sixth. She had lost count now. She pulled herself back 



up and dusted herself off, chest heaving in exertion and sweat rolled 
down her face in mass rivulets, wetting the wooden floor. She looked 
at Hiccup and wondered how on Earth he was somehow unexhausted from 
all of this. Gods, who taught him to fight?<p> 

"Give up?" Hiccup asked again, smirking, "Or is this just too much 
_mighty _Hiccup for you to handle?" 

"Shut up." She said, waving him off. She stood up and stretched, 
groaning, "I'm just getting warmed up!" She glanced once more at 
Hiccup's massive array of weapons then back at Hiccup. 

"Do you want to try it with weapons this time?" Hiccup asked, 
noticing her looks at his weapon racks, "You like axes right?" 

"Oh yes." She said, nodding, glad for the quick breather and chance 
to prove herself. If she couldn't beat him in a fistfight, she could 
beat him with her axe. Whenever anyone told her she should try other 
weapons, she would just tell them to piss off. The axe was like an 
extension of her body; she knew exactly what to do, how to do it and 
when. But then again, she had never really fought anyone with it. 
Trees didn't exactly know how to fight back. Hiccup walked to the 
weapon racks and picked out an axe for her. 

"It's probably not the best axe in the world but hopefully, it 
works." Hiccup knew how to create any weapon in the world, given 
enough time, practise and schematics but that didn't mean that he was 
the best. Astrid had walked over to the weapon racks as well and when 
Hiccup handed the axe to her, her eyes widened. The blade of the axe 
was metal (of course) but it was a deep, crimson red in colour at the 
edge of the blade and it slowly shifted into a brilliant orange and 
yellow as it approached the handle. It looked like the blade was made 
of fire! It was secured to the handle with black, charred-looking 
metal (keeping in the theme of a fire) and the handle was wrapped in 
leather that felt soft against Astrid' s skin but still offered a 
great grip, "What do you think?" Hiccup asked. 

"It'sa€l" She looked at it and tested it, chopping up imaginary trees 
in her mind's eye, "It's amazing!" 

"Thank you." 

"What do you choose?" 

"I dunno . " Hiccup said, scratching his head. He looked at his line of 
weapons, of metal forged in fire and wondered which one to choose. He 
could use a hammer but he wasn't exactly very good with one. In the 
end, he picked a small dagger that looked absolutely puny compared to 
Astrid' s doubled-edged axe, "Hang on, give the axe back to me. I need 
to dull the blade." To Astrid, that almost sounded like sacrilege. 
Dull the blade of such an amazing weapon? Hiccup saw the expression 
on her face and was quick to add in, "Don't worry, it's a little gel 
I've created. You rub it on the blade and it'll dull for the next 
hour but soon enough, it'll be back to ribbon-cutting in no 
time ! " 

"Ok." Astrid said, hesitantly handing the axe back to Hiccup. 

"Don't worry." Hiccup looked towards his little hut and called out, 
"Toothless! Can you get me the bottle labelled 225-A?" Toothless 



roared back at him, "C'mon buddy! You've been sleeping for the past 
hour already!" Another roar then he heard Toothless running towards 
him, appearing out of the darkness of the cavern with a glass bottle 
in hand. Or mouth. Toothless dropped it at Hiccup's feet, blew his 
tongue at Hiccup then slinked back off to go sleep again. 

A few minutes later, Astrid and Hiccup began the first round of armed 
combat. They danced around each other for a few moments before Hiccup 
went in for the first strike. Astrid sidestepped the blow and kicked 
him back, making him stumble but not fall over. Hiccup recovered 
quickly and spun the knife in his hand, creating a blur. Astrid 
watched the hand with the dagger intently and Hiccup used this to his 
advantage. He feigned a throw, making her duck and he rushed forward, 
sliding to his knees and it was all over in a flash. He held the 
dulled blade of the dagger against her neck. Hiccup expected Astrid 
to surrender, instead she started to laugh. 

"What's the matter?" Hiccup asked, giving her a coy smile. 

"Look down." And so Hiccup did, and there in Astrid' s hands was 
another dagger, a small and thin stiletto the glinted in the light. 
The blade was only centimetres from skewering his genitals. Astrid 
returned his smile and Hiccup couldn't help but chuckle. 

"Well played." He pounced on her, knocking both of their weapons from 
their hands to the floor and they started to wrestle for control. The 
both of them became a writhing mass of bodies as they tumbled back 
and forth across the floor. Hiccup would try to pin her down but she 
would find a way to break out and she would be the one on top 
now . 

Finally, they both collapsed in exhaustion atop each other with their 
chests heaving and sweat plastered over their bodies. Even Hiccup was 
absolutely exhausted. 

"We should spar more." Astrid breathed, her head resting on top of 
Hiccup's rising and falling chest, her eyes turned towards 
his . 

"Yes, " Hiccup looked down into her bright, gleaming blue eyes and 
felt his heart skip a beat. He leaned down and took her face in his 
hands, pushing away a stray strand of hair and planting a gentle kiss 
on her tender lips, "Yes we should." 


49. Come Fly With Me! 

**Jeez, I know I slack off a bit but 3 months? That's just excessive! 
Anyways, since its the Holidays and all I might as well try and write 
some more. I'm not going to make an excuse here as to why I didn't 
write for so long aside from sheer laziness and the amount of work 
that needs to get done before quittin time. Anyways, I hope I can get 
more to you in the days to come. ** 

**En joy . ** 

** (As for the title, I have to admit, I'm a big Frank Sinatra 
fan . ) ** 



><p>Berkian law dictates that, should the chief ever go missing or is 
deemed unfit to remain chief, all those wanting to ascend in ranks 
may participate in a series of one to one duels. Those who win will 
rise in power. <p> 

The only problem with this law was that every man on Berk wanted to 
become the next chief. These series of one to one duels and carefully 
arranged challenges had now devolved into an out all brawl at the 
arena just outside of the village. 

Absolutely everyone in the village had gathered to watch as the men 
(and even some women) entered the arena and joined in on an already 
massive free for all. Almost everything was permitted (except weapons 
of course) and that meant a lot of kicks to the groin. Sister Fate 
did have to admit that she chuckled just a little bit when she saw 
what was going on the arena. It was almost comical, watching all of 
them roll about in the dust below. She turned to her men and told 
them to round everyone up, don't let anyone go. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup pulled himself up from the rough, wooden floor and ran his 
hand through his sweaty hair. He swallowed hard and felt a warm, soft 
hand press itself on his bare chest. Using him as an anchor, Astrid 
pulled herself up too and placed her chin on his shoulder, looking 
off sideways into his eyes, "Something the matter?"<p> 

"No." Hiccup said. He wondered what Stoic would think. Oh never mind 
that, what would Toothless think! No wait, shit, he still had to find 
Anka ! "I forgot, oh shit! How could I forget? We still have to find 
Anka ! " He leaned forward (much to Astrid' s surprise as her chin 
suddenly and painfully hit the floor) and quickly crawled over to 
where his trousers were, pulling them on with haste. He looked around 
and tried to find his shirt. 

"Toothless! Toothless! Get over here!" He called out, finding his 
shirt and the rest of his clothes strewn over a defenceless training 
dummy. Toothless came pouncing out of the darkness and halted just in 
front of Hiccup, "Get back to finding her! I'll be out there soon!" 

He shooed him away and Toothless looked at him with an expression of 
disbelief before running off, this time making easy work of the climb 
out of the cavern as his claws readily found anchor after 
anchor . 

"Calm down Hiccup! If she's from a Viking village then she'll know 
how to take care of herself, at least until we find her." Astrid 
reassured him, picking herself up and pulling her clothes back on, 
more calmly than Hiccup. 

"You sure?" He asked her, turning to look at her. 

"Of course. You're going to find her, don't worry but I'm going with 
you. If only to make sure that I am truly the _only _woman in your 
life." She says with a mocking grin, "Now come on, we have work to 
do." She strolled off confidently towards the exit of the cavern, 
with Hiccup trailing closely behind. What a girl. Hiccup thought to 
himself . 


Outside, Toothless sniffed at the air and at the sand before he heard 



Astrid and his creator leave the cavern, stepping into the fresh air. 
He turned his head to look at them and looked at his creator with a 
look of questioning. Hiccup only had to nod. Toothless jumped up with 
excitement and rushed over towards him, knocking him over and 
battering him with a fierce attack with his tongue, splattering water 
across his face, "Come on Toothless! Relax, relax! Get off!" 

Toothless jumped away and ran in circles, tongue hanging out of his 
mouth before he heard Hiccup call out again, "Calm down!" Toothless 
stopped instantly and readied himself, splaying out his wings and 
testing the control surfaces on his tail and legs. 

"What are we doing?" Astrid asked, slightly puzzled though she 
already had a faint clue, "Let me guess, we're going 
flying? " 

"Absolutely!" Hiccup said happily, walking over to Toothless and 
scratching (what looked like scratching to Astrid) the underside of 
his neck, "Toothless hasn't had a chance to fly for a while and it'd 
be easier for us to find her this way. Besides, I thought you liked 
flying ! " 

"Ia€l" Astrid paused. She still wasn't used to the idea, despite 
spending time in Hiccup's Airship and, on one occasion, actually 
flying with Hiccup. In her defence, the Airship was a more closed 
environment and when Hiccup saved her on Berk, the adrenaline in her 
system made her forget the world around her. Now she was going to 
voluntarily fly and her heart couldn't stop itself from fluttering, 

"I do like flying!" She lied. 

"I can sense the enthusiasm in that voice." He says, raising an 
eyebrow at her, "Come on, it'll be fine. Toothless 'll take it easy, 
right bud?" Toothless nodded furiously and looked at Astrid, his eyes 
almost pleading with her to fly with them. 

"Ia€l" Toothless made a quiet purring sound, halfway between the 
begging of a dog and an actual purr and continued to look at her with 
his pleading eyes, "Fine." She walked towards Toothless, abandoning 
all fears. Hiccup swung a leg over Toothless' body and placed himself 
at the base of his neck on the leather saddle, beckoning Astrid 
closer. The saddle and stirrups were already built into Toothless and 
Hiccup clicked his mechanical leg into the stirrup, testing the 
mechanism before patting Toothless gently on the side of the neck. A 
quiet whirring sound appeared from the bowels of Toothless' motorized 
body and an extra pair of stirrups (metal, not leather this time, no 
such luxuries for the passenger) folded into existence on Toothless' 
flank . 

"It's just like riding a horse." 

"A horse?" 

"Right, I forgot. Just, do what I did." She nods and swings her leg 
over Toothless' body, "Hook your feet into the stirrups, the metal 
things, yeah those ones. Ok, then. You ready?" 

"No." She said, pressing herself against Hiccup's back and hooking 
her arms around his front, "But just go." 

"Alright then, hold on tight!" 



"I already am!" 

"Let's go Toothless!" 

Toothless dug his hind and forelegs into the ground beneath them, his 
metallic muscles tensing up. With one great exertion, he launched 
them a full 20 metres into the air. The wind screeched past Hiccup's 
ears and he let out a hearty laugh, ignoring for the moment that 
Astrid was holding on with white knuckles. Toothless started beating 
his mighty wings, holding them steady at their current altitude for a 
few moments. Then they started to move forward, slowly at first as 
Hiccup and Toothless took some time to get used to each other again. 
Toothless extended and retracted the guiding fins in his tail and 
Hiccup made sure that Astrid was firmly secured to Toothless, using a 
series of small cables and hooks. Of course, she didn't notice any of 
this as her eyes were shut tight. She didn't have the rush of 
adrenaline clouding her senses or a metal cabin to keep the elements 
out. She was truly flying, and she didn't like it one bit. 

"Lets go a little higher Toothless." Hiccup said. Toothless obliging 
within seconds as he fanned his wings faster and harder, sending them 
upwards. He spotted a thermal and headed towards it, the hot air 
pushing them up even faster. Soon enough, they were high enough above 
the ground to no longer be able to see the entrance to the cavern. In 
front of them, the forest stretched out until it met the beach that 
wound its way around the entire isle. Beyond that the ocean and at 
the very centre, was the great singular peak that seemed to pierce 
the heavens. As if the floating isle hadn't already done so, "You 
might want to open your eyes nowa€ 1 Just don't look down." Of course, 
Astrid didn't listen to him. 

"HICCUP! GET ME DOWN NOW!" She pushed herself tighter against him, as 
if that was still even possible and pushed her face right against his 
back, "GO LOWER!" 

"Relax! Relax! You're safe! You've got a harness on! I put it on you 
while your eyes were closed! If you fallaCl" 

"DON'T TALK ABOUT EALLING." She squeezed her eyes shut again and 
gritted her teeth. A sudden gust of wind made her shiver, the whole 
sensation only making her try even harder to merge herself with 
Hiccup ' s back . 

"It's fine! You're fine! You have my word! Open your eyes, just open 
your eyes!" Eor a few moments, neither of them did anything. Einally, 
Astrid slowly opened one eye and then the other. She still gripped 
onto Hiccup with a death grip (that much remained the same) but she 
was now able to look around. 

"How far up are we?" 

"Erom the isle or the ocean?" 

"The ocean." 

"Pretty fucking high." He says, chuckling before looking back at 
Astrid clinging firmly onto his back, "Try to relax and enjoy 
this . " 


"Euck that." She mutters, tightening her grip even further. Anymore 



and Hiccup might not be able to breath. 


"Ok then, if you want to be that way. You might not enjoy this next 
part then." Hiccup tapped Toothless on the flank with the heel of his 
boot. Toothless nodded in silent agreement. 

"Wait, Hiccup what are youa€ 1 " 

She was interrupted by Toothless taking a sudden nosedive. 


50. Order, Chaos, Fate and Death 
"You're going to miss it." 

"I've got him . " 

"Hiccup, you're going to miss the shot." Sister Fate, or as she was 
then known by, Camicaze whispered with concern. She wasn't nervous, 
not at all (her training dictated that she remained serene at all 
times, otherwise it would interfere with her magyks) but she added 
that nervousness to her voice, if only to make Hiccup hurry up with 
the damn shot . 

"I'm not going to miss it, trust me." He mumbled with his finger on 
the trigger, the wooden crossbow in his hand feeling light in his 
arms. The target was riding a horse down the crowded streets. He wore 
the white robes of priesthood though he was far from saintly. A mitre 
covered his baldhead. His guards, dressed in hot and heavy chainmail, 
rode ahead and jostling aside any unfortunate enough to be in the 
general vicinity. They had permission to trample anyone who got in 
the way. 

Hiccup and Camicaze were perched on a rooftop, lying flat on their 
stomachs as the sounds of the city around them filtered into their 
ears. The heavy sun beat down upon them and there was a slight bead 
of sweat rolling down Hiccup's cheek. 

"You don't have him, do you?" Camicaze started to tease. 

"I have him." He muttered, adjusting his grip. He started to track 
his target through the streets. 

"You're going to miss him." 

"No, no I'm not . " 

"Hiccup, take the shot Hiccup. He's getting away." 

"No, he ' s not . " 

"Hiccup . " 

"I'm not going to miss." He had him in his sights. Hiccup slowly 
squeezed the trigger and the bolt fired. 

The steel-tipped bolt slammed into the back of the man's head, 
shearing through the fabric of the mitre, smashing through the skull 
and turning the priest's brains into a bloody explosion of gore. The 
crossbow was Hiccup's design, designed to deliver maximum velocity 



with the highest amount of accuracy. This was his first time testing 
it . 


"Told you." He said calmly, sitting up and starting to dismantle the 
crossbow, examining all the pieces with a critical eye, making sure 
there wasn't any strain to the components, "You interfered with the 
shot . " 

"It wasn't going to hit him in the head. It would've grazed his ear. 

I had to make sure." 

"It was going to hit him." Hiccup said, adamant in the accuracy of 
his weapon. 

"Why do you bother with machines sometimes when magyk is always _so_ 
much easier?" She said, waving a hand and tipping a disgustingly full 
chamber pot inside the house whose roof they were occupying before 
chuckling quietly to herself. These were the early days, only a few 
months after Hiccup had arrived and become one with the League. 
Camicaze took to liking him instantly. 

"That was good." He said, joining her with hearty chuckle as well 
followed by a warm smile, "You know why I prefer machines. I prefer 
to touch things, to tinker with them. I mean, I _was_ a blacksmith's 
apprentice. Anyways, I've always found machines morea€ 1 " He paused, 
"Reliable." There was the word. 

"One of these days, your machines aren't going to do anything to save 
you . " 

"I doubt it." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Sister Fate stood at the prow of her ship, feeling the salty 
wind lash at her face. She closed her eyes and ignored the pain of 
the salt in her scar. She clenched her fists at the mere thought of 
Hiccup but started to smile when she thought of all the things she 
would do to him, how she would slowly cut him open and dismember him. 
The mechanical bird had reached her without any trouble and parroted 
the coordinates to her without fail. She longed for her powers back, 
so that she would be able to write the future as she saw fit but she 
was denied that right. Never the less, she knew for a fact she wasn't 
going to fail. She was a champion as well. She opened her eyes and 
looked onwards into the sea that roiled 'neath her ship, "I'm coming, 
you bastard. "<em> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>"What do you know?" Kane yelled, slamming a calloused fist into 
the side of the man's head. They were in a darkened room, water 
dripping steadily from the ceiling with a cold draught that made them 
all shiver. Brother Chaos slammed his other fist into the other side 
of the man's head. The man was another target, dressed in a ratty 
tunic and the soiled remains of some rough trousers. <p> 

"Relax," Jonathan whispered in Kane's ear, crossing his arms over his 
chest. Brother Order didn't enjoy being here for interrogations but, 
technically, he and Kane weren't Brothers Order and Chaos just yet. 
They still had the final test to complete but they knew they were 



going to pass with flying colours 


"He won ' t talk . " 


"We'll see about that." He stepped away and pulled a tray from the 
darkness, laden with all sorts of sharp instruments. 

"Brother, do not be so hasty." Camicaze finally spoke up, pushing 
herself off from the wall she was leaning on, wiping her hands on 
Kane's back. Perhaps, a different approach would be more 
appropriate?" She raised a glowing hand and Kane stepped aside. 

"By all means." 

"You sure it'll work?" Hiccup asked from the darkness. 

"His thoughts do not lie." 

"No, I'm asking if you won't fuck up again and splatter his brains 
across the ceiling like you did last time." That got a good chuckle 
from the Brothers. 

"I thought you were into that. Brother _Death_. " She said, giving him 
an unusually bright smile in such a dark place. 

"Well, that's partially true but this is different. We need him 
alive, remember?" 

"Don't worry, I have better control now. I've been practising." 

"On who?" Kane asked, crossing his arms over his chest, mimicking 
Brother Order's gesture a few moments earlier, "Those poor initiates? 
Did you find out who stole your knickers yet?" He sniggered 
loudly . 

"Kane, so help mea€ 1 " 

"Alright! Alright, relax, it's fine." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p><em>Hiccup and Astrid soared above the forests, borne aloft on 
the mighty beating wings of Toothless. They ducked into the canopy 
and dodged massive treetrunks. Astrid hooted in glee.<em> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Camicaze ' s nubile, naked body glistened in the soft glow on the 
lantern. Hiccup couldn't help but smile, sitting up in his bunk. She 
smiled back.<p> 

"What are you doing here?" Hiccup asked, knowing the answer already, 
"If the elders caught us," 

"Which they never have." She interjected, walking towards him. Her 
hips swayed with each step, her breasts gently bobbing in time with 
her movements. Her long black hair was let down. Her eyes glinted 
mischievously. The point between her legs tantalisingly hidden by her 
slow walk towards him. Hiccup could smell her arousal. She could see 
his . 


"True but, this is more true now than ever, if they catch us then it 



won't matter if we finish our final tests or not. We'll be cast 
out . " 

"C'mon Hiccup, just relax!" She clambered on top of him, straddling 
his lap and planting a soft kiss on his lips, "We'll be fine." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXem>Brother Order and Chaos mulled it over from their lofty 
positions, remembering their times together, before they were all 
pulled apart. They could see all; they could see what was going to 
happen next. The only question was what were they going to do about 
it? Below them, barely dark spots from this height; Astrid, Hiccup 
and Toothless were brining back a sweaty, confused and dehydrated 
Anka . <em> 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 


><p>Hiccup worked diligently on his mask, on the mask he would wear 
on his final test. He, Kane, Jonathan and Camicaze were due for their 
final tests soon, each for their own respective roles. He didn't know 
what his tests were but he did know the tests for his fellow 
comrades. That was another test they were being put through, whether 
they could maintain secrecy even from their friends. Kane's test 
would be to disrupt and sow dissent in a nearby city-state but Hiccup 
forgot the success parameters. Brother Chaos indeed. Kane would be 
given impossible tasks though Hiccup was a little hazy on the 
details. Camicaze 's, however, was the one he was the most worried 
about. She was to 'see' beyond. He had no idea what it meant and 
neither did other two when they were told but he felt that Camicaze 
knew exactly what it meant. <p> 

The next day, Jonathan performed his impossible tasks and completed 
all of them. 

The day afterwards, Kane brought an entire city-state to its knees 
with only a few clever lies. 

The third day, Camicaze gave her first accurate prophecy. Hiccup 
finished his mask right afterwards. 

On the fourth day. Hiccup was given his task. It was simple. There 
was a list with the names of 5 nearby, large cities. There was only 
one line of instructions. 

Leave no survivors . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>I just wanted to go a bit more into detail on their 
background, even if I left it a wee bit ambiguous but nonetheless, 
backstory! I'll be back with more. I promise. <strong> 

**Cross my heart and hope to die. ** 


51. Something Wicked This Way Comes 

Sister Fate turned to her crew and shouted, her voice clear and loud 
over the crashing of the waves and the general din of the ship, "COME 



ON THEN YOU BASTARDS! CAN'T THIS SHIP GO ANY FUCKING FASTER? PUT YOUR 
BACK INTO IT." She could hear the sounds of oars being put into the 
water. Beneath the deck, the slave drivers would make sure that the 
rowers were, indeed, 'putting their backs into it'. She turned back 
to face forwards but found a figure standing where she was just a few 
moments ago. He was dressed in a radiant toba, shining brightly 
against the dark sea, "What are you doing here?" She asks, disdain 
appearing in her voice. 

"I'm here to warn you. Do not underestimate your opponent." He said, 
his voice soft and quiet. 

"Who? Hiccup?" The figure said nothing, "He is weak, can't you see? 

It has been too long since his time as Brother Death. He isn't as 
powerful as he once was . " 

"But he is still more than capable of killing you and your entire 
army." He raised his voice, though only slightly. He wasn't 
threatening her but he didn't need to. She knew the consequences for 
failing . 

"Not any more he isn't. He's nothing without his mechanical 
contraptions and I know exactly how to counter them. I was there when 
he made them, remember?" 

"Death will make him an offer, " He said, turning to walk around her, 
pacing his way on the metal deck, "Hiccup will become Brother Death 
again and he will escape." 

"Then what do you want me to do? If you know this is how it's going 
to turn out . " 

"What do you think? Set a trap for him. Hold someone he finds dear 
hostage and he will crumble. You know this more than most." He said, 
ignoring the deathly glare she gave him, "In the end however, no 
matter what you do, there will always be a final confrontation. 
Whether you win or he wins all depends on fate." 

"You forget. I am Fate." 

"Not anymore," He snapped, "Not anymore. He might not be Brother 
Death but you do not have your powers anymore either. You are just as 
weak as him." And with that, he faded with the mist of the sea waves. 
Sister Fate swore loudly. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>The Elder sat the 4 of them together, round the burning fire that 
raged brightly in the darkness of the night air. He cast a light 
powder into the flames, turning the fire blue and sending up luminous 
sparks into the air. He motioned for Camicaze first and he leaned in 
towards her, gesturing for the fire, "The role of Sister Fate is to 
cast prophecies and predict the future. It may sound dull but Sister 
Fate can do more than just see. She can change." He said, a glimmer 
of excitement in his eyes, "That is why you the most powerful of all 
in this family. "<p> 

"What about us. Elder?" Jonathan asked, leaning closer to the fire, 
the flames casting his youthful face in a yellow light. They had been 
picked for their roles but their trials were yet to start. Kane 



nodded in agreement . 


"All in due time young ones." The Elder said, smiling with warmth, 
"Brothers Order and Chaos, two fiery opposites bound together by 
kinship. Your actions dictate the flow and ebb of the world around 
you and everything you do, small as it is, affects everything. Order, 
you keep the peace and the calm. Chaos, you bring _dis_order and 
bedlam. The both of you keep the world in balance, for there can 
never be too much of either." Kane and Jonathan nodded and thanked 
the Elder. 

"Now, to you Hiccup." The Elder seemed to sigh, a heavy weight 
appearing on his shoulders and weighing his voice, "The life of 
Brother Death is much different than the rest. You are the culling 
blade of the world. You will work closely with Sister Eate. She will 
call out the targets and you will execute them. Your only dealing is 
in death and corpses. Many candidates for Brother Death cannot handle 
the mental strain all the dead bodies create, they snap from the 
guilt of it. This is also one of the most dangerous roles. The League 
of Shadows does more than just assassinations. With the help of 
Sister Eate, we aid those we find beneficial to the world. In times 
of war, you will be called upon the shift the tides of battle. You 
will become a weapon and you will learn how to kill with the utmost 
ease. Do you understand?" 

"Ia€l" Hiccup paused, "I understand." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup stood outside the open gates of <em>Alzer<em>, the very 
last city named in his final trial. The gates would normally be 
closed but the guards were told to leave them open, just this once. 
They obliged after they were both handed a sack of gold. He shook his 
arms, flicking a few specks of blood into the sand. He felt a little 
uncomfortable. His clothes still hadn't dried yet. He had started at 
midday. It was roughly 2 hours past midnight. He unsheathed his 
swords and he braced himself for the thirst. 

At first, all he felt was a painful numbing sensation that spread 
from his mind to the rest of his body and ending in his toes. He 
started to tremble when he felt the unholy lusting start to enter his 
body . 

The guards in charge of the gate started to approach him, spears 
ready to impale him if he even made the wrong move. 

Hiccup squeezed his eyes shut as the lust racked his body, dropping 
him to his knees with his hands gripping the handles of his swords 
tightly. He shook violently for a moment before stilling. His eyes 
slowly opened and the world was cast in a dull grey tone. All he 
could see were blood-red human shaped outlines. There were so many of 
them. He licked his lips. He heard something call out and he started 
to pay attention to what was around him. 5 guards, metal armour and 
long pikes. The world felt as if it was moving at only half its 
regular speed. Or did the world feel normal and Hiccup just moved 
twice as fast? He couldn't tell. All he could recognise was the 
thirst in his body, the urge, the wanting, the lust. That and the 
uncontrollable pounding of his heart. 

His legs sprung him forward. His jump angle was shallow and he was 



barely off the ground. The guard he went for didn't have anytime to 
register his leap before both of his legs suddenly went numb and his 
body started to fall towards the ground. The guard next to him didn't 
even feel the sword slip between his spine and skull. Hiccup 
completely decapitated the next one. The other guards were starting 
to react to the blur of movement that was Hiccup. Hiccup kicked the 
head of the decapitated guard at a man opposite him, knocking him 
down. He killed the next one by impaling his heart on his sword. 

The guard on the floor was trying to get up but Hiccup strode over 
and stomped on his head, hearing the grotesque and sickening crack of 
his skull beneath his boot. He smiled and stomped on it again, a 
splatter of hot blood covering Hiccup in a fresh coat of red. He kept 
stomping on it until there was nothing left but skull fragments and 
gore . 

He looked towards the open gate and saw people had gathered to see 
the commotion. A little girl poked her head past the gate, squeezing 
her way past the throng of adult legs to see what was going on. She 
didn't have any time to scream before the adults around her started 
to collapse in great spurts of blood. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sister Fate let out a barely noticeable shiver when she saw the 
fog wall appear over the horizon. It was a sight to see. 

Impenetrable, stretching from the surface of the ocean to the very 
peaks of the heavens, the fog wall seemed to be unreal. She knew it 
was real though. She could even imagine the floating mountains, 
shrouded in the mists above and the destructive waves and rocks in 
the waters ahead. She knew, however, how to weather the storms and 
the safe path to the sheltered waters beneath the floating isle. From 
there, she'll start the long ascent to her target. <p> 

To Hiccup. 


52 . The Storm 

The storm appeared without warning on Hiccup's island paradise. There 
was no warning and there was no delay. It was upon them with all its 
ferocity. The wind and the rain lashed out brutally at the 3 human 
passengers atop Toothless' back, though he ignored the cold and the 
wind without a second thought, it would do nothing to his metallic 
body anyways . 

Astrid sat behind Hiccup, wrapping her arms around his body and 
pressing her cheek against his back as the rain bit at her skin. This 
cold would be nothing compared to the long, cruel winters of Berk but 
she would normally be dressed in a full suit of warm furs. Here? She 
was wearing the same spiked skirt and short-sleeved shirt she had 
when she first met Hiccup all those nights ago. She had managed to 
get it washed during her brief return to Berk before she was snatched 
back into the sky. Her legs and arms were filled with gooseflesh and 
she pushed herself even harder against Hiccup's back. The hair on the 
back of her neck stood up. 

Hiccup made sure that Anka wouldn't slip off Toothless and ignored 
Astrid on his back, putting all of his attention now on flying. 
Toothless was more than capable of flying in winds like this, they 



had encountered much worse in the frozen wastes a few weeks northward 
but he knew that if he slipped up then Astrid or Anka would fall, 
plummeting to their deaths. Even worse, both of them falling. He gave 
a gentle pat on the side of Toothless' neck, his arm going over 
Anka ' s body hung loosely on the small of his neck, and spoke quietly, 
"We got this bud." Toothless would definitely be able to hear that. 
His aural senses were better than any animal in the world. 

Anka slept the sleep of the just, knowing her mission was done. Soon 
she would be rid of this place. 

Toothless beat his giant wings, barely exerting any force to keep 
them aloft. His mechanical tendons and muscles could, at their full 
strength, crush a man into a space smaller than a rock. Of course, 
the force of that movement would be more than enough to rip his own 
body apart but he felt safe knowing that it was unlikely he would 
have to ever do something like that. A breath of plasma would be more 
than enough to finish off a foe. If not, his talons. If not, his 
teeth. If not, well, he wouldn't reveal all of his secrets. His ears 
pricked when he heard Hiccup's quiet words and he gave his head a 
little nod, one eye looking back at his creator. Hiccup smiled. 
Toothless stuck his tongue out and turned back to the path 
ahead . 

Below them, the tops of the trees shook and lashed at each other with 
their leaves, slapping one another with hundreds of little _shlicks. 
_The wind shook the leaves on their branches, the branches on the 
trunks and the rain soaked the ground, the essence of life. Toothless 
descended to a lower altitude and kept a steady route over the trees, 
perhaps 5 metres above their tops. He made sure he didn't fly 
erratically or too quickly, so as to keep an unconscious body from 
falling off. At this pace, it would take longer to get back but 
Toothless kept himself in check. Hiccup would always be there as a 
backup . 

They reached the safety of _terra firma _after an unknown amount of 
flight time. Astrid was first off and Hiccup straight after, boots 
touching down mere moments after Astrid' s had. Astrid helped Anka off 
of Toothless' neck and Hiccup took Anka off of Astrid, carrying her 
limp body in his arms. Astrid headed towards the entrance to Hiccup's 
cavern and Toothless stalked after her. Hiccup by his side. In the 
sudden darkness brought on by the storm. Hiccup didn't notice the 
shadows that crept all around them or the uncharacterist ic swaying of 
his Airship, tied off firmly to the dock, the swaying caused by 
rushed movements onboard. He also didn't notice that the strange 
bloating of the balloon, the smell of hydrogen and flammable aerosols 
he worked so closely with. Astrid opened the door. Something leapt 
down from inside the Airship and made a quick dash away on the docks, 
boots clapping against the wooden boards. 

Hiccup heard this and so did Toothless. Toothless turned his head 
first, noticing the blur of moment heading towards them. Hiccup 
barely had time to bring his eyes around. 

The darkness was suddenly thrown into a light show of staggering 
proportions . 

The cabin was the first to go. It detonated with a deafening 
explosion, the shockwave traveling low and fast across the beach. It 
sent dust up and flying, rustling Hiccup's hair and making Astrid 



shield herself. Pieces of debris and metal tore through the air 
faster than the eye could see and embedded itself in anything 
unfortunate to be in its way. 

The balloon followed mere milliseconds later. Filled with a dangerous 
air-fuel mixture the explosion of the balloon was more potent. The 
shockwave was powerful enough to knock raindrops off their course 500 
metres away from the epicentre. Hiccup was knocked off his feet, Anka 
with him and smashed his back against the wall of the cavern's 
entrance. Toothless dug his claws into the sand and barely managed to 
keep the suddenly burst of heat and wind to carry him into the air. 
Astrid had only closed the door milliseconds before the shockwave hit 
her. Her head smacked against the wood and knocked her out. 

The night was cast into a mixture of burning, brilliant reds, yellows 
and oranges. The flames licked at the moon, trying to set the pale 
disc alight but to no avail. The crackling of wood, the sound of 
debris hitting the dirt, the splashing of wood and metal going into 
the water. The blown-out wreckage of the cabin slammed into the dock, 
smashing the wooden planks with its immense weight. The metal 
supports of the dock held for a brief moment, groaning in protest at 
the sudden stress before shrieking and tearing in half. The dock, for 
second, was suspended in mid air by nothing. Then it tipped, lurched 
and fell into the dark abysm below, the cabin with it. 

Hiccup saw the shadows emerging from the night but couldn't be 
bothered to notice them. 

The Airship was gone. 


53. The Storm Pt II 

There was nothing else Hiccup could focus on. Absolutely nothing 
else. He put down Anka gently then started to walk forward, dragging 
his feet through the sand. He could hear footsteps behind him but he 
ignored them. He walked slowly, the sound of his boots digging up 
trenches of wet sand emanating from below him. All he could hear was 
his breathing and the sound of the blood pumping through his body, 
throbbing in his ear. He walked towards the remnants of the dock, his 
feet unawarely kicking away bits and pieces of his Airship. He felt a 
hand grip on his shoulder and he shrugged it off casually, his mind 
in a stupor. 

Years of work. Gone. 

His legs gave out from under him. He couldn't tell if it was his 
fault or something else's. He just couldn't feel them anymore. He 
fell forwards, tipping and falling into the sand. His impact sent up 
an explosion of wet sand and sludge, some of it plastering his face. 
He couldn't feel his body anymore, nothing was responding to his 
commands . 

A pair of boots appeared in front of him. His eyes strained to look 
upwards and in the burning black eyes that peered down at him, the 
wild black hair whipping in the wind and the look of hot hatred on 
her face, he could only see a ghost. 


54 . The Storm Pt III 



Astrid woke first, slowly pulling her eyelids open. She could still 
feel rain beating down on her but every now and then, she felt 
something different. Like the spray of a wave. She was bound to an 
iron column, chains around her ankles and a shackle on her wrist. Her 
neck clasped tight by a band of iron. 

Like a slave. 

She was right about something, that was the spray of waves. She was 
on the rolling deck of an iron-clad ship, something she had never 
seen before but, at this point, she couldn't doubt that it existed. 
She was on one, bound aboard one. Around her, people teemed on the 
deck like insects in the heat of summer, all going about their 
duties. She could see soldiers in uniforms, all surrounding her and a 
large, raised platform in front of her. She gasped. 

Chained on the platform, writhing and bucking, was Toothless. He was 
held down by a crisscross of numerous, heavy, thick chains. His maw 
was held tightly shut with more chains so that he couldn't char the 
entire crew of the ship with one wave of his head. He tried furiously 
to break free, beating his wings and trying to leap up, snapping his 
bound jaws in vain at nothing. 

Someone approached her, their boots making loud sounds on the iron 
deck. A shadow blocked Astrid' s field of view and she slowly craned 
her neck upwards. She was faced with a muscled yet thin and lithe 
form of a woman, her hands placed firmly on her hips. Astrid looked 
at her face and recognised her instantly, despite the newly appeared 
scars. The woman from the pictures. 

"So, you're Hiccup's new plaything." She said, her voice cold and 
cruel as the salty sea spray, "He always liked blondes." Astrid felt 
a constricting hand wrap itself around her neck, making her look 
upwards even further, into the Camicaze's furious eyes. Astrid was 
instantly struck on one side of her face with a heavy fist, a burst 
of pain rocketing towards her brain. Astrid was tough though, more 
than capable of taking this. She spat on Camicaze's boot. 

"Fuck you." Astrid said. Camicaze only looked pleased with 
herself . 

"Of course she has fire. That's the only type of girl Hiccup can ever 
have." She said with a smile. 

"And what about you?" 

"What about me?" 

"Did he ever love you?" 

"Did he ever love me?" Camicaze snorted, "If only you 
knew . " 

Camicaze glanced to her left and said, "Hiccup's woken up." Camicaze 
pulled Astrid' s head around to look at her new captive. 

Hiccup was held aloft on massive metal rack, chains on every limb, 
naked for the world to see. There was another platform behind him and 
on there lay a cauldron of hot coals and several irons. He was 



struggling against his bonds, trying to break free like Toothless and 
succeeding in the same degree. Astrid could see every muscle in his 
body strain, every tendon pulling, trying to escape but to no avail. 
She saw numerous new scars and brands on his body and now saw the 
true extent of his tattoos, looping across his chest and back, on his 
stomach legs and arms and everywhere else. 

"LET ME GO CAMICAZE!" Hiccup roared, his voice thundering and louder 
than any other sound on the ship. Eor a moment, everyone was thrown 
into silence by the sudden violence of Hiccup's outcry. There was 
only the sound of the waves and the clinking of his and Toothless' 
chains . 

"Hello Hiccup, it's nice to see you remember me." 

"What do you want you fucking whore." He spat looking down at her 
with barely veiled disgust. He could feel a rage unlike any other 
growing in his body and he strained once more agains the bindings but 
finding them f rustrat ingly resilient. He wasn't that man anymore. He 
couldn't break through chains, not like before. 

"Such harsh words, you don't love me anymore?" She teased, finding it 
amusing to see him so helpless, so vulnerable, "Y'know, you should 
really calm down. You might get your friends hurt." She said. 

"I'm going to kill you, do you understand me?" He said, his voice 
quiet now but still audible over the sounds of the ship and breaking 
of the ship through the waves. 

"I highly doubt that sweetheart. You'll find me full of surprises 
now. You may not be a champion anymore but I certainly am." Hiccup 
understood the full gravity of her words. He wouldn't be able to kill 
her, even at his best and her at her worst. Only a champion can 
defeat another and Death had long since terminated his 
contract . 

"What do you want?" 

"What do I want?" She said, her voice soft and gentle now, "I want 
you to see everything you love burn and die." She suddenly started 
walking away from him and towards Toothless. 

"What are you doing Garni?" 

"Garni?" She said, turning towards him and walking backwards up to the 
platform on which Toothless was bound, "That old nickname? We're not 
children anymore." 

"What are you doing you ugly, shit-headed, cocksucking bitch." He 
yelled, still trying to break from his chains. _C'mon you fucking 
bastard, I know you're there, I know you're watching. C'mon. C'mon! 
COME THE EUCK ON! WHERE ARE YOU!_ 

_"_Oh Toothless! Do you remember me?" She said, hands on her knees 
and hunched over in front of chained Toothless. He snapped and 
growled at her through the muzzle, "I think you do!" 

"LEAVE HIM ALONE CAMICAZE!" 


"I remember when you built him Hiccup." She said. Hiccup's eyes 



widened to the size of saucers. He struggled even harder, pulling 
agains the chains with all his might. He swore he could hear the 
metal groan against his strength but nothing gave, "I remember _how 
_you built him." 

"DON'T DO IT! YOU BITCH! DON'T YOU DARE HURT HIM! DON'T YOU FUCKING 
DARE ! " 


She approached even closer and her hand darted out, faster than the 
eye could see and Toothless suddenly stilled. None of his limbs 
responded to his commands. He was frozen. He could see hear and feel 
and smell and see but he couldn't move. His eyes darted around in a 
panic. For the first time, fear filled his body. His eyes sought out 
Hiccup's, his eyes pleading with him. Hiccup felt hot tears on his 
cold rain-soaked face. 

"DON'T TAKE TOOTHLESS! DON'T TAKE HIM! TAKE ME INSTEAD! HE ISN'T A 
PART OF THIS! JUST KILL ME!" Hiccup screamed, body burning at the 
exertion of failed escape, "JUST KILL ME INSTEAD YOU FUCKING 
WHORE ! " 

He felt his insides being exposed, the protective panels and plates 
being torn out one by one as if they were made of paper and leaves. 

He felt cold, harsh hands wrap themselves around the heat of his 
Core. The connection rods were slowly pulled out and the wires 
leading into the Core were exposed and cut. The darkness was creeping 
in but he fought it off for as long as he could. He took one last 
look at Hiccup before the Core was torn out of his body and the 
darkness rushed into his mind and washed him into oblivion. 


Hiccup roared in pain, anguish and sorrow. His voice was loud enough 
to be heard on all of the ships under Camicaze's command. Astrid felt 
as if her ears would explode. Hiccup continued to struggle, pulling 
at his chains, burning tears singing his cheeks as Toothless slumped 
to the ground with loud, resounding metallic clang. Astrid started to 
cry herself. 


Camicaze held Toothless Core for all to see, a burning sphere of 
radiant blue light that shone out in the darkness of the night. She 
examined its runic outside and saw the mechanisms twist and turn 
inside the semi-transparent shell and called out to Hiccup, over the 
sound of his chains, "An unholy amalgamation of magyk and machinery. 
Truly, your best piece of work." She threw it to the ground and 
stomped on it with one swift movement, shattering the exterior and 
unloading a mess of cogs, gears and dust onto the metal deck. 


With that. Hiccup knew that there was no hope for his friend now. 
Without that core, there was no Toothless. Only a hunk of worthless 
metal . 


A body without a soul . 


55. Sign Here 

Astrid was knocked out a few moments afterwards and Camicaze had her 
taken to the brig. She barked out commands to her crew and they 
disbanded, hastily getting back to their jobs before she had called 
them to watch. Now, she and Hiccup were effectively alone on the 
deck. He had given up and he now hung his head limply against his 



chest, his body gently swaying in the wind and the rolling of the 
ship . 


She climbed the ladder onto the platform behind him and took up a hot 
iron, the tip red with heat and sizzling with every drop of rain and 
sea spray. She pressed it against Hiccup's back, the latest in a neat 
pattern of brands on his body. Wherever there was space for a brand, 
she would make room for two. It sizzled, steam rising from Hiccup's 
skin and she pulled it away to reveal a raised bit of flesh, bloodied 
and burnt. Hiccup was completely passive. He felt the pain but he 
couldn't pay it any mind. 

Camicaze did her best to try and provoke him. She started to whip 
him, she called him names, she insulted him, she swore at him, she 
told him of Anka ' s deception. She told him of how she would dispose 
of Astrid. How she would parade Astrid around naked while the men 
threw stones at her and whipped her. How she would have Astrid tied 
up, bent over a wooden block and let the crew of all the ships line 
up for their way with her. How she'd let the men rape Astrid to death 
and then have the men continue to fuck her dead body long after she 
died. How she would cut up Astrid' s body and then feed it to Hiccup 
raw, bit by bloody bit. 

But he didn't respond. He didn't react. He was silent and still save 
for the swaying of his body in the wind. Camicaze slammed the iron 
back into the cauldron and stormed away, leaving Hiccup alone in his 
thoughts . 

Hiccup didn't feel numb at all, he could feel every part of his body 
in full detail. He knew his muscles and tendons and every centimetre 
of his body but all of the sensations on them meant nothing. Not the 
sharp, stinging new burn on his back, not the salty sea air in his 
nose, not the rain gently pattering down on his body or the burning 
tears streaming down his cheeks. None of it meant anything to 
him. 

Toothless' body was still there, collapsed in the same position as it 
was before. Nothing Hiccup could do would bring him back. Astrid 
would probably be the next to die. Hiccup thought numbly of how he 
would die himself. Camicaze would try to torture him but she knew 
nothing of that art. She would only kill him after a day. He 
remembered how the Head Interrogator at the League of Shadows was 
able to keep a man alive for 7 days with his body cut open and his 
organs laying splayed out in front of him as he died slowly, 
agonisingly. They didn't even ask the poor bastard any 
questions . 

"I'm sorry about Toothless, Hiccup." Said a cold, ominous, deep voice 
in his ear. Hiccup knew the voice all to well. Hiccup's mouth didn't 
move but he talked to the figure nonetheless. It would be rude to 
ignore an old friend. 

"No you're not." Hiccup said without saying, his words short and to 
the point. He couldn't muster anything else. 

"No, I truly am. Because he is not a creature of flesh, he 
technically has no soul although his 'Core', as you call it, might 
say otherwise. I don't know where's he's gone and I can't bring him 
back." The voice said, true sincerity appearing in his voice, "He 
might not've been a man, but he was a good man." 



"Don't pretend like you care. Why are you here? 


"You're my friend Hiccup, you really are." He says with an odd 
chuckle. Hiccup managed to raise his head and saw the darkly robed 
figure standing in front of him, arms clasped together, his ghastly 
face looking back into his, "Life has always wanted to prove himself 
better than me. He's always wanted to show that he is more powerful 
than me. To this extent, he will do anything. He is arrogant, selfish 
and vain yet there is a gargantuan cult dedicated to worshipping him. 
He wants to have one final showdown, as if it will solve anything so 
he has picked his champion once again and the rules say I must pick 
mine. I think you know what that means." 

"You want me back." Hiccup said with a choked out laugh, shaking his 
head, "I don't want to be that man anymore. I'm different." 

"I know you are and the contract is different because of it." He 
opened a hand and with a flash of black smoke, a scroll hovered above 
his hand. He produced a pair of old spectacles and began to read, "I, 
Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the II, submit myself as the representative 
champion for the party A, hereby named as Mr. Death. This contract 
remains binding until either the representative champion for Party B, 
hereby stated as Mr. Life, is killed in single combat or the 
representative champion for Party A is killed in single combat. After 
which, I submit any and all powers granted to me during the duration 
of this contract. I recognise that Mr. Death and Mr. Life are 
contractually forbidden from interfering with the duel and realise 
all dangers to life and limb if I do accept this contract. Signed," 
Death looked up at Hiccup and held the scroll up for Hiccup to read 
himself . 

"I agree." Hiccup said after reading through the text. Death nodded 
solemnly and Hiccup felt an old sensation, something he hadn't felt 
in a while. A tearing pain ripped across his palm and a single 
droplet of blood fell from his hand and blossomed onto the paper 
below . 

"The deal is signed." Death said. He snapped his fingers and the 
contract disappeared from his hand but he didn't disappear yet. That 
was unusual . 

"You're still here?" Hiccup wondered aloud. Normally once the 
document was signed. Death would disappear along with his precious 
contract. Hiccup's shackles suddenly clacked open and he dropped to 
the deck with a loud thud. Hiccup quickly recovered and was on his 
feet instantly. He was on lookout for the guards that were bound to 
come to investigate the sound but heard nothing. All he could hear 
was the ship groaning and creaking, the waves hitting the sides and 
the spray flinging into the air. 

"You've got to get off the ship Hiccup, while they're distracted." 
Death said, still floating above him, robe flapping in the wind. 
Hiccup nodded and made a quick dash for the side of the ship, leaping 
off into a graceful dive into troubled waters. He resurfaced and 
started to swim away, "Get back to the island, you're too weak to 
face her now." 

"Why are you helping me?" Hiccup said, not opening his 
mouth . 



"Technically, I'm not supposed to be butthe contract only forbids me 
from helping you _during _the duel." Death said boredly, his voice 
still clear over the sound of Hiccup's powerful strokes, "I write all 
the contracts remember? I know how to make a loophole." 

"Good for you. So now what?" 

"Go back to your island. Surely, a swim that long shouldn't trouble 
you . " 

"It would, if I get hypothermia." 

"I've taken care of that. You have equipment there. Gear up and then 
go face her." Death said, looking down at Hiccup as he swam through 
the water quickly and efficiently, faster than most men, "You'll go 
through the ritual there." 

"Right, I forgot about that. How badly did it hurt last 
time? " 


"You'll remember soon enough." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pxstrong>Hey guys, its me again! I can't believe I actually 
submitted 3 chapters (and a half) in less than 6 months! Amazing 
isn't it? Hopefully, I can keep this up but don't get your hopes up. 
Especially when it comes to me doing work. <strong> 

**Anyways, I don't think I've mentioned much about myself these past 
few updates. I'm doing fine thank you all very much and I've managed 
to catch a few breaks at work. I've got myself a girlfriend and she's 
actually ok with me writing Fanf lotion! So no one has to worry about 
me stopping yet. ** 

**I don't know what else to say. Talking about myself has always been 
hard for me. ** 

**Well, I just hope you guys enjoy the chapters I'm putting out. 

Thank you again and good day/night/morning/afternoon ! ** 


56. (Just a quick update) 

**Hey everyone, its me, Thomas. I'm sorry there hasn't been much 
coming out of me for the past God-knows how long but shit's really 
hit the fan over here. My personal life's been all out of whack 
recently, my girlfriend's left me and there's a lot of things I need 
to sort out right now. ** 

**Hopefully, I can get some things out as soon as possible. Bye, and 
don't worry. I'll be back. ** 


57. Welcome Back, Hiccup 

**Hey guys, its me. Here's my first proper chapter in months. Things 
are still a little rocky but its nothing too bad right now. 
Hopefully, I can keep giving you guys more. ** 



**Anyways, I hope I haven't lost my touch after all this time. 
Please, enjoy. ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Sister Fate turned to her crew and shouted, her voice clear and 
loud over the crashing of the waves and the gargantuan din of the 
ship in motion, the creaking of the hull, the flapping of the sales 
and the shriek of metal on metal, "COME ON THEN, YOU BASTARDS! CAN'T 
THIS SHIP GO ANY EUCKING EASTER? PUT YOUR BACK INTO IT."<p> 

She could hear the sounds of oars being put into the water. Beneath 
the deck, the slave drivers would make sure that the rowers were, 
indeed, 'putting their backs into it'. She turned back to face 
forwards but found a figure standing where she was just a few moments 
ago. He was dressed in a radiant toba. She squinted, his light 
uncomfortably bright against the darkness of the sea 
expansive . 

"What are you doing here?" She asks, disdain appearing in her 
voice . 

"I'm here to warn you. Do not underestimate your opponent." He said, 
his voice soft and quiet but held a sharp edge, slicing at 
her . 

"Who? Hiccup?" The figure said nothing, "He is weak, can't you see? 

It has been too long since his time as Brother Death. He isn't as 
powerful as he once was . " 

"But he is still more than capable of killing you and your entire 
army." He raised his voice, though only slightly. He wasn't 
threatening her but he didn't need to. She knew the consequences for 
failing . 

"Not any more he isn't. He's nothing without his mechanical 
contraptions. I was there when he made them and I know their 
weaknesses . " 

"Death will make him an offer, " He said, turning to walk around her, 
pacing his way on the metal deck, "Hiccup will become Brother Death 
again and he will come back." 

"Where did he go?" 

"I am not allowed to tell you but I can sense that he is about to 
undergo the ritual . " 

■jk" ■jk" "jk" 

><p>Hiccup pulled himself from the raging, cold seas and onto the 
rough stone platform, his arms sore from the journey but nothing that 
would kill him. He knew that Death had been watching the whole time 
and made sure he wouldn't meet an early end before his task was 
complete. He took several deep breathes to steady himself before 
looking up.<p> 


A gargantuan stone spire rose sharply from the raging ocean currents, 
slowly getting wider and wider as it ascended into the clouds. Hiccup 



shook his head, droplets of water flying from his hair and began 
climbing, his fingers finding familiar holds, quickly hauling him up 
the sheer stone face. 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>Astrid slowly awakened, her eyelids heavier than a warhammer. 
Groggily, she sat up and looked around. She had forgotten where she 
was in the depths of her sleep but the rocking of the ship gave her a 
harsh reminder. She was still trapped on the iron-hull, locked in a 
damned cage beneath the decks, shackled to the wall with a collar 
around her neck like she was some helpless bitch. <p> 

She shook her head, her scalp feeling itchy with sea salt and reached 
into her boots. She had managed to hide a nail in there, sharp and as 
long as her hand. She wasn't helpless, she could defend herself. The 
thought gave her a little warmth but it wasn't enough. She was still 
trapped in here but Hiccup would come back for her, right? No, she 
had to think for herself now. He couldn't help her now, wherever he 
was. She wasn't just looking out for just herself now. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup trudged up the beach, heading towards the entrance to his 
cavern. His floating island never really did float and there were 
plenty of ways to get to it without having an Airship but not all 
secrets must be known. <p> 

He felt tired and exhausted. He suddenly felt the gargantuan toll of 
the journey here, the muscle-rending, bone-breaking effort it took 
for him to swim a journey that should've taken days in only a few 
hours, the effort it took for him to climb up a distance that most 
people weren't even able to run on solid, flat ground. He was 
battered and bruised, nicks and cuts covered his body and his clothes 
had long since been discarded, either during the climb or the swim, 
he couldn't remember. He could feel his mind slowly shutting down. 

His vision was getting blurry, he was dehydrated and had swallowed a 
lot of sea water. He shook his head roughly, trying to clear his 
thoughts but there were all an incoherent jumble. 

All he knew was he had to get in there, for something. Why was he 
doing this? Why didn't he just sleep, sleep now and sleep forever? 

How it tempted him. . . 

"Just a little more, old friend. Are you sure you want to do the 
ritual in there?" Death asked, his voice speaking clearly into 
Hiccup's ear. A little bit of energy seeped into his bones but that 
didn't seem like enough. It was a droplet in an empty bucket. Hiccup 
tried to respond but nothing was head, nothing but a mess of broken 
words and syllables. 

"Come on then." Hiccup opened the door and stumbled inside, not 
closing it behind him. If he had been lucid, he would've laughed and 
slapped himself in the head for leaving the lights on. What a 
waste . 

"Hiccup!" Hiccup almost fell headfirst down the stairs but stopped 
himself, taking a hold onto the rails and gently lowering himself 
down each step. 



At the foot of the stairs, when he finally touched solid ground, he 
collapsed onto his front. He tried to breathe but found each inhale 
shallow and uneven. He pushed himself up with his hands but couldn't 
find it in him to stand up. Each movement drained him even further 
but he fought on. Something drove him forward and it wasn't Death, it 
wasn't some other worldly force. He could feel it from within. 
Something deep and primal, red hot like a poker in a furnace. He 
grimaced and crawled, pulling himself naked against the stone floors, 
pulling himself across the cold stream of water that almost made his 
muscles seize up completely. 

"Are you ready. Hiccup?" 

Hiccup tried to respond but nothing came out of his mouth. He was too 
tired. He tried to look around but his neck wouldn't respond to his 
commands. Nothing was. He tried to flex his fingers but found them 
stiff and clammy. 

"Hicucp, you have to say yes!" Death urged. It was part of the 
contract, part of the whole mythos of the ritual. Hiccup had to agree 
to it before Death could do anything. Rules made up by some invisible 
force might cost Hiccup his life. 

"Come on, Gods-damn-you ! " 

Hiccup closed his eyes and took in a deep breath. He could feel a 
cold numbness creep up his legs and into his torso. 

"Just do it." He managed, although it was barely 
understandable . 

Hiccup screamed as pain unimaginable burst through every centimetre 
of his being. Needles of white-hot agony ripped through his skin, 
digging into his flesh and then coursing through his bloodstream. 
Shackles of a thick crimson red appeared around his wrists and 
ankles. He was lifted off of the ground but was stopped as chains 
kept him bound to the Earth. His body surrounded by an aura of sheer 
darkness. His mind shattered and reformed and shattered and reformed 
over and over again. There were no words to describe the type of 
sheer pain that rocked through his body. 

His skin split open and shrivelled, before disappearing altogether, 
revealing his bloody innards. His muscles ripped open and everyone 
one of his bones broken. It was a brutal sight, one of the reasons 
why the ritual was always performed alone. His bones pieced 
themselves back together, sealing back into their original forms but 
thicker, stronger and lighter. His muscles knit themselves back 
together, one by one slowly. Then his skin grew back and he was whole 
once more. 

With a roar louder than any Earth beast could muster, he snapped the 
chains holding him in place and he fell to the ground, landing firmly 
on his two feet. 

"How are you feeling. Hiccup?" Death said, appearing before his 
champion. The two of them stood silent for a moment, neither 
moving . 

Then Hiccup stalked past Death in his blackened robes towards his 
little hut, not even saying a word. He had wasted enough time and 



with each passing second, Astrid was getting further and further away 
from him. He had to get her back. No, wait, first things first. He 
needed clothes and then he needed to start working again. 

By the Gods, did it feel good to have purpose again. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup stood in a little dark cube measuring three metres in 
every direction. There seemed to be no visible sources of light but 
it was lit just bright enough to observe the features of the room. 
Every surface was carved in intricate runes, each one emitting a 
strange black glow.<p> 

Hiccup had managed to salvage an old version of his flying armour, it 

was perfectly fine except for the fact that it didn't have any 

reinforcement at all and could easily be pierced by blades or an 
arrow. He could fix this later. 

In Hiccup's hand, he held a crystal sphere, that was hollow in the 
middle. It was perfectly crafted, perfectly spherical and smooth, 
polished immaculately. It was much, much lighter than it looked but 
wouldn't break, even if Hiccup hurled it at the wall with all his 
strength. He stood in the middle of the floor, at the convergence of 

three large runes. He held the sphere at chest height and then he let 

go. Instead of falling to the ground however, the sphere remained 
floating in the air, held by seemingly nothing. 

What he was about to perform was something he had only done once and 
even then, he had almost died completing the task. 

Most of Hiccup's inventions would never work, not because they were 
bad designs but because they just didn't have a powerful enough power 
source that was portable and/or small enough to be used with the 
design. He was about to change that. He emptied his mind and reached 
out, feeling that familiar well of power. He raised his hands and 
cupped them around the sphere, leaving a space between his fingers 
and the sphere's surface of about a centimetre. He took a deep breath 
and exhaled loudly. He had to do this now. 

All around him, the runes flared an angry red, casting the room in a 
blood red light. The runes started morphing, angrily shifting from 
one shape into another, in a state of constant flux. The air was 
electric inside that room. Little arcs of lightning burst from 
Hiccup's fingertips and into the sphere. Inside the sphere, the 
hollow shape began to fill with a bright yellow smoke, miniature 
thunderstorms raging inside that tiny little space. As time went on, 
metal lines began to appear on the sphere's surface, forming into 
metal plates that floated and slid across the surface of the sphere 
in a protective shell. Inside, the metal smoke began to calm and 
solidify, before it became a bright yellow glowing orb. 

He released the energy and the room returned to its normal state. The 
runes stopped moving. He let his hands drop from the sides of the 
sphere and stepped back, wiping away sweat from his forehead. He was 
tired but nothing too bad. Already, he was feeling reenergised. The 
ritual did have its upsides. Behind him, a door appeared and he 
walked away, gently grasping the newly created core in his hands. 



><pXstrong>Are you cheating? <strong> 

**Me? Cheating? Brother, I would never.** 

**We must stand by the rules. Brother.** 

**I know. Brother. ** 

**How long have we danced this dance?** 

**Since time immemorial.** 

**Do any of us ever win?** 

**Never . ** 

**So why do we still do this?** 

**Because we must. Such is the way of Life. ** 
**And Death . ** 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Hiccup's armour was almost complete. All he needed was to place 
the core into the receptacle and hook up the power supply to the rest 
of the armour. Then, he could leave. Then, his mission could finally 
begin . <p> 

He would end it, once and for all. 


58. Ready for War 

Before Hiccup left, he paid a visit to Stoic, who he had left 
unceremoniously chained up in the dank, dark cavern. It turns out. 
Stoic had managed to escape in the chaos caused by the attack. He 
found a note in Stoic's cell. Hiccup didn't know where he was at the 
moment, but he knew he would have to be close by. For now, it 
wouldn't matter. He could find him some other time. 

Hiccup finished the last modification to the armour, pulling off the 
protective mask and putting down the torch. He picked up the newly 
created breastplate and hefted it, finding it wasn't too heavy. He 
held it up to the light and examined it for any imperfections, 
anything that could be exploited, the smallest kinks or 
cracks . 

Satisfied, he stood up and brought it over to where the rest of the 
armour was, stood up in a rack, held up by chains that kept them in 
place. He placed the breastplate in the centre of the other 
components and set to work attaching it to the rest of the suit, 
linking up power couplings and mechanical motors to the core. He was 
barely breaking a sweat, despite working for at least five hours 
straight. After the last bolt was tightened, he stepped back and 
looked over his work. This was what he was taking into battle with 
him and was he satisfied with it? Gods, yes. 


He changed out of his work clothes and into the flight armour and 



making his way towards the rack. His flight armour was comparable to 
an second skin, fitting tightly over his body, while the suit was his 
true armour to face danger with. He stepped into the suit and felt it 
close around him, encasing him like a shell. He raised his arms and 
found that the suit moved smoothly, the servos were operating 
normally. He looked down at himself and pounded the centre of the 
breastplate with a loud clang. The breastplate hissed and he felt 
something clamp down on his back, covering up the core. He was 
ready . 

With one swift movement, he broke all the chains holding the suit in 
place and took a few steps, hearing the clanks of the suit's boot on 
the rocky ground. He went through a whole range of flexes and 
movements, making sure that he could move comfortably inside the 
thing. He was happy to know that the suit mimicked his every action. 
He closed and opened his fists a few times, each finger capable of 
independent movement. Good. 

He walked over to a table and stood before it, taking a deep breath, 
the breastplate rising and falling with his chest. He leant over the 
table and picked up what was on it with one armoured hand. It had the 
look of a simple black metal helm but it had specialised optics and a 
breathing device that would let him breathe through the damned mask. 
He examined it from every angle and nodded before pulling it on. 

He looked around and saw that his sight wasn't hindered too badly by 
the helm. He heard something click near his neck and knew the helm 
was attached to the suit now. He reached underneath the table and 
pulled out a long, large metallic device. It looked like it weighed 
easily twenty kilograms. It had a rectangular copper-looking body 
with a metal ring beneath it so that he could slide his arm through 
and have it rest on his arm. There were also a few stray cables that 
looked like they plugged into something. There were four bulbs on the 
side of the body, as well as four on the top, they were all inert for 
now. Towards the front of the device, the body turned into three 
silver prongs that were wrapped in exposed golden wires. He pulled 
his hand through the ring on the underside of the device and heard 
the thing clink into place on his right arm. With his left hand, he 
pulled down the trigger and made sure that his right hand could pull 
it without any complicat ions . He turned his right hand up, so that 
his palm was facing the ground, and exposed three holes in the suit. 
He took the cables from the device and plugged them into the 
holes . 

He turned the thing back up around and couldn't help but smile. It 
really did work. The bulbs were all glowing a bright luminescent 
blue . 

This was it. There was no turning back now. 

He turned around and looked up to the door. He took a step back, 
started running with the ground shaking beneath him with every 
footfall, and jumped. It seemed like nothing would happen but when he 
reached the apex of his jump (enhanced by the motors in the legs) a 
roar of flames burst from his boots and he was propelled 
upwards . 


59. It Begins 



As Sister Fate stood beside the helm of her ship, the wind roaring in 
her ears and the sea lashing at her face. The ship rocked in the 
raging, angry sea, the sky above a dark and frightening grey. There 
was no sun here, no light to show the way and in the night, darkness 
swallowed them whole. She felt a presence beside her and suddenly, 
her whole body froze. Her muscles didn't respond to her commands, she 
couldn't do anything. Someone whispered into her ear and, for a brief 
moment, fear ran down her spine. Fear of the purest form. 

The voice was low and quiet, the words it said filled with an ominous 
sense of doom. 

_He is coming_. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Astrid sat in the cold, dank room. No, she thought to herself, 
this isn't a room, its a damned cage. She was the only one in the 
brig, a dimly lit smelly pit at the bottom of the ship where the 
bilge water seeped through the floorboards. She was alone and she had 
taken advantage of that. She had scrounged around her enclosure and 
found a little knife, no larger than her hand. It wasn't very sharp 
and she doubted it would do much against an armoured opponent, but 
she knew she had a weapon. She hefted the knife in her hand and found 
it perfectly balanced, a strange thing to find in a makeshift 
blade . <p> 

She wouldn't be a helpless sheep lead to the slaughter. She was a 
wolf, hungry and voracious and she was ready to kill. 

She had thought of a plan to escape. Any moment now, a guard would 
come with her dinner, a tiny little plate with the barest of scraps. 
That was when she would strike and break free of this place. 

On cue, a man walked in carrying a tray with her dinner. He was 
armoured head to toe, though there was a small gap in his helmet for 
the eyeholes. He stepped up to the door of the cage and was about to 
slip the tray between the bars before something pierced his eyeball 
in a gory burst of blood. He screamed and dropped to his knees, blood 
gushing out of his eye and into his helmet. He couldn't see anything 
with all the blood in his helmet. Astrid had hit her target. She 

leapt forward and grabbed the man by the throat, pulling his helmet 

off in one swift movement before slamming his face against the metal 
bars once, twice and a third time before he dropped to the deck, 
bleeding and broken. Astrid sat down, panting from exertion. A strand 
of hair had fallen across her face and she blew it away, annoyed. She 

leant forward and grabbed the keys from the guard's belt and set 

about to unlocking the door. 
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><p>Sister Fate's flagship was escorted by two other boats on either 
side, serving as protection. They were laden full of soldiers, in 
case of a major battle. Each man was trained, armed and ready. <p> 

On the right-side escort ship, three guards patrolled the deck. It 
was around midnight and there was only darkness. They could barely 
see their own hands in front of their faces. They huddled together 
for warmth, holding their pikes aloft. Suddenly, one of them shouted, 
"Look! Over there!" 



They didn't know what it was, the darkness made sure of it. All they 
could see was a trail of flames in the night, blazing across the 
skies towards them. They squinted, trying to get a better view. The 
entire crew started to gather around, trying to get a better view of 
what was going on. Suddenly, the flames stopped midair. It was 
hovering, floating above their ship in the skies. They frowned and 
wondered what it possibly could be. 

Suddenly, the flames blinked out of existence, plunging them into 
darkness once more. 

The crew began to part, thinking it some figment of their 
imagination. In the raging noise of the sea, they couldn't hear a 
quiet whistling sound as a hulk of metal hurtled downwards towards 
them, like a comet. 

With a great, deafening shriek of metal tearing apart, a hole was 
punched through the centre of their ship straight down. Within an 
instant, a series of explosions rocked the metal hull, sundering the 
metal plates and tossing them aside like they were nothing. The ship 
clean snapped in two, bursting apart at the seams. Fires broke out 
across the water, casting the world into a great fiery blaze. Just 
like that, an entire ship had been destroyed, along with its crew. 
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><p>Astrid was knocked onto her back as the nearby explosions rocked 
the flagship. She got up hastily and strained her ears. She could 
hear shouting and yelling, a call to arms. That could only mean one 
thing . <p> 
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><p>"GET READY, ALL OE YOU!" Sister Eate shouted, gathering her men 
on the deck of her ship. The cannons were readied, weapons were drawn 
up and every single man stood waiting for their chance at glory, or 
death . <p> 

Sister Eate could feel her heart beating ferociously in her chest, 
threatening to break through her ribcage and free itself from her 
body. Again, for but a single moment, she felt fear. Hiccup was 
literal angel of death when she knew him and she doubted that that 
had changed. One of her escort ships had been torn apart without the 
slightest bit of warning, and now there was only one ship left to 
defend hers. 

"WHERE ARE YOU, HICCUP? EACE ME, YOU EUCKING COWARD!" She screamed at 
the dark sky. 
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><p>The second escort ship was in a flurry of activity. Men were 
roused from their bunks, bearing their weapons onto the top deck. 
They watched the darkness all around them, waiting for a sign. 
Something landed heavily behind them and they all spun around, 
swords, pikes, lances and spears ready. <p> 


A dark behemoth towered over all of them. Its dark red eyes glowed 
demonically in the darkness. 



A battlecry was let out and they all charged. 


* * 


* 


><p>Sister Fate rushed to the railings, peering out into the darkness 
at where her second escort ship was. She could spot great flashes of 
blue lightning in the darkness, each sudden burst of light 
illuminating a tableau of death and destruction. Screams of pain and 
agony ripped through the air, drowning out even the noise of the 
ocean as it crashed against the hulls of their ships. <p> 

He was here. 
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><p>Astrid snuck through the lines upon lines of hammocks, where the 
crew had been sleeping only moments ago. She held the knife in her 
hands, gripping it tightly. She was ready, ready for anything. <p> 


60 . Finale 

Hiccup landed on the deck of the flagship, the armour absorbing every 
trace of the impact. In this armour, he was invincible. The optics in 
his helmet illuminated the darkness around him in an eerie red glow 
but that didn't impede him in the least bit. The red in his eyes only 
served to fuel his bloodlust. He could feel adrenaline in his system, 
his mind rushing, his heart pumping. War was a part of him. Death was 
a part of him and now, those were the only parts of him that 
mattered . 

On the deck, men swarmed around him, their petty swords and spears 
doing nothing to him. Without warning, they charged at him with 
abandon. They were so willing to sacrifice their lives, for nothing. 
With one swing of his hand, he killed three men. Blades clattered 
against the surface of his armour to no avail. He lifted his right 
arm and pulled a little trigger he built into the glove of his suit. 
With a loud, resounding crackle, lightning burst from the device on 
his arm and scorched anything it touched, killing men instantly. He 
cut great swathes through this mindless cannon fodder, every kick 
snapped spines, every punch broke open skulls and every zap of 
lightning turning men into cinders. 

He advanced slowly to where Sister Fate was, killing anything in his 
path. She was standing on the same platform where Toothless was, the 
place where she killed him by tearing out his heart. He would do the 
same to her. 
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><p>Sister Fate watched with a strange sort of glee as her men were 
slaughtered in such great fashion. Hiccup was always a master with 
machinery and she watched his handiwork, his machine, tear a path 
towards her. She had no swords in her hands, no weapons except her 
bare fists. That was all she needed. Hiccup had his tricks and she 
had hers.<p> 


And so it was, when Hiccup's great suit of armour stomped onto the 



platform, standing against Sister Fate, that the final battle between 
Life and Death would take place. 

They stood there, silent, staring down at one another. 

"It's good to see you. Hiccup." She said, laughing. She held her arms 
aloft, spreading them wide towards the sky. There was no rain, the 
ship didn't rock and there wasn't even the spray of the ocean 
anymore. There was only calm. She was no longer afraid of anything. 
Instead, it was a sort of cool rage that was building up in 
her . 

Hiccup could feel anger, hot and poisonous, coursing through his 
veins. Pure, fiery hatred filled his every being. He roared and 
charged at her, mechanical fists swinging but where metal would've 
met flesh, there was nothing. Sister Fate's body burst into a cloud 
of dust. 

"Over here. Hiccup." Her voice sang, cool and calm. He turned, body 
bent over and ready. He looked almost like a bull, rearing for a 
chance to sink its horns into flesh and seeing that great burst of 
red. She stood, taunting him from across the platform. He took a few 
steps towards her and swung again, only to have her disappear again 
and reappear behind him. 

"Enough with your trickery. Garni." Hiccup shouted, voice distorted 
into a demonic roar through his mask, "Enough games, enough 
magic . " 

"Take off the suit. Hiccup. This is a fight between you and me, not 
your mechanical doll." She said, a sort of pride in her voice. 

"So be it . " 

One by one, pieces of the suit clattered to the ground. Hiccup pulled 
off the final piece of the suit, the helm and let it fall to the 
ground . 

They stood off once more, staring into each other's eyes, each one a 
burning pit of venom. 

Sister Eate smiled and disappeared once more. Only this time, when 
the cloud of dust reformed into her body, there were now ten of her, 
all surrounding Hiccup. They leapt onto him, piling onto him one by 
one. Hiccup let loose a bloodthirsty call and beat them down, one by 
one until there was only one of her again. 

"NO MORE GAMES." He bellowed at her, feeling blood run down his body. 
He looked down at himself and realised exactly how much her clones 
had done to him. His shirt had been torn apart, as if by claws or 
fangs and revealed a body ripped apart, cut and pierced. Blood 
covered his chest. 

"Come now. Hiccup, surely you had a better plan than this." She 
taunted, revelling in his anguish, "Magic was never your strong 
suit . " 

With that, she let out a burst of lightning from her fingertips, the 
electricity arcing through the air before coming into contact with 
Hiccup's body. He howled, like an animal as his body was racked in 



pain beyond comprehension. His blood boiled, his mind struggled to 
understand what was happening to him. His muscles spasmed, nothing 
responded to his mind's orders. He dropped to his knees, covered in 
arcs of lightning. 

Then the pain stopped and he fell, onto all fours. He panted and spat 
out a wad of blood. He looked up and saw her there, her damnable 
form. He got up on one knee and then stood, taking a step towards 
her . 

Lightning blasted towards him again and pain took hold once more. He 
screamed and screamed, his skin burning as if it was set alight. He 
fell once more, onto his back, body curling up as indescribable agony 
took over his mind. There was nothing left for him to think about, 
except his pain. 
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><p>Astrid watched, frozen in horror as Hiccup was tortured. Her mind 
raced, not knowing what to do. She rested a hand on her belly and 
decided. She stood, mind made up.<p> 
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><p>Hiccup laid there, eyes cast towards the sky, rain pattering down 
onto his forehead. He heard a shout and rolled onto his stomach to 
see Astrid, there, running. He reached out a hand and tried to shout, 
but no words emerged from his bloodied lips.<p> 

Sister Fate turned, only to have a knife sink into her shoulder. A 
curse emerged from her lips and knocked Astrid aside, like a 
doll . 

Star flashes across Astrid' s vision as her back hit the railing of 
the boat, pain shooting up her spine. She looked up and saw Sister 
Fate advancing towards her, muttering incantations and spells. She 
could see the lightning building up on Sister Fate's fingertips and 
knew, right then and there, that she was doomed. She looked down at 
her belly and then at the sky, closing her eyes. Valhalla awaits 
her . 

Hiccup picked Sister Fate up, holding her aloft in the sky. Lightning 
arced through his body as he touched her but his mind ignored it. 
There was only one thing he cared more about than himself. He raised 
a knee and with a roar, he slammed Sister Fate's body down onto it. A 
sickening crack rang through the air and her body dropped 
unceremoniously to the ground. 

Hiccup looked at Astrid, looked at her pale, beautiful form. He swore 
he could see a halo around her lovely head. He smiled a broken smile 
before dropping to his knees and falling, his body beside his 
foe's. 

Astrid lurched to her feet. 

She knelt beside Hiccup's body and cried, tears burning hot against 
her cheeks . 


The sea raged. 



The wind howled. 


And the heavens opened and rain beat down onto their broken bodies, 
harsh and cold. 
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><pXstrong>There you have it folks, the end of the Airship at last. 
<strong> 

**I'm not sure where to go with this. I'm definitely going to do an 
epilogue but I'm not sure how I want Hiccup's story to end. Maybe 
I'll leave it like this, all ambiguous.** 

**Anyways, it's been a long ride everyone. I started this a long time 
ago, thinking nothing would come of it. I have gotten so much 
positive feedback, from all of you and I just wanted to say thank 
you, thank you so much for everything. I really appreciate 
everything, I cannot state that enough.** 

**I hope that this journey was worth it for all of you.** 

**PS tell me how you want this story to end, because I'm more than 
certain a lot of you will come up with better ideas than what I have 
in mind. ** 


61. Epilogue 

**So, Brother, it appears that your champion has won.** 

**Yes, he has.** 

**But there is no breath in his body, his heart beats no more.** 

**I know, I can feel his soul leaving his body however, the contract 
says that all powers are taken back after either champion dies. This 
time, I can't bring him back no matter how much I want to.** 

**I know, that's why I am.** 

**What?** 


**You won. Brother, I concede . I return Hiccup Haddock Horrendous the 
Third into the land of the living.** 

**Thank you. Brother.** 

**No thanks necessary, after all, a champion deserves to live to 
celebrate his victory.** 
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><p>Astrid sat sobbing, beside Hiccup's broken body, the rain beating 
down onto their backs, cold and stinging. She held his hand in hers, 
gripping it tight enough to turn her knuckles a ghostly white. She 
had already checked for a pulse and found nothing. <p> 

"Don't leave me here. Hiccup." She whispered, leaning in close, 
parting aside his hair to reveal his face, "I need you. _We _need 



you." Her tears burnt trails down her cheeks, despite the harsh wind 
and the biting cold. 

Suddenly, his eyes snapped open and he jumped backwards, scrambling 
away. His eyes were wide with fear, as if all of the darkness in the 
world had been revealed to him. He looked around at unseen demons, 
screaming and yelling. His movements were erratic and frantic, that 
of a man panicked and alone. Astrid rushed to his side, gripping his 
hand in hers. His head snapped to look at her, expecting something 
totally different than her radiant face. He started to calm as he 
looked into her eyes, his limbs stilling and his heart 
slowing . 

Astrid looked at him up and down, her eyes unable to believe what she 
was seeing. She swallowed hard and then threw her arms around him, 
wrapping herself tightly around him. His arms went around her as well 
and pulled her in closer, digging his eyes into her shoulder as if 
that would erase the things he had seen. 

"Is it really you?" Astrid managed to choke out as they parted, her 
tears of grief turning into tears of joy. 

"It's me. Hiccup." 

"I can't believe it!" She held him again and they embraced for a few 
more moments, there, beneath the pouring 
rain . 

"Astrid? " 


"Yes?" 


"Am..." He hesitated, "Are you... I... Are you okay?" He had no idea 
what to say, his mind dull. He needed some time to wrap his head 
around it, he needed to understand he was really alive. 

"Yes, I'm fine." She said, smiling brightly in the dark of the night. 
Hiccup looked her in those two beautiful eyes and could've sworn she 
was as bright as a sun. 

"I... I don't know what to say." 

"Then don't." She mashed her lips against his and he kissed back, the 
two of them pressing desperately into one another. Electricity danced 
between them and everything just seemed to fade away, there in that 
sweet embrace. It was with great reluctance that they parted. Hiccup 
and Astrid stood up and looked around, at the scene of chaos around 
them, the aftermath of Hiccup's battle. He swallowed hard and was 
already thinking of a way to get off of this place. 

"We'd better get you out of this rain." Hiccup said, after a few 
moments of silence. The two of them walked off of the platform and, 
in the corner of his eye, he spotted it. Toothless' mechanical 
corpse, still intact beneath the platform. They stopped. Hiccup and 
Astrid before rushing towards it. Hiccup's mind was racing. He knew 
exactly how to get out of here. 

"I have a plan." 


"I trust you. 



"Okay, just wait here. 


He jumped back onto the platform and rushed over to the discarded 
pieces of his armour and picked them up one by one, examining them 
with a close eye. He picked up the breast plate and pried the core 
loose from its protective covering. He then went back to Toothless' 
body and started to work. 

Within a few minutes, it was done. Astrid watched wordlessly, knowing 
that what he was doing was completely beyond her. She made a mental 
note to have him teach her mechanics, so that she didn't feel like a 
total idiot. Hiccup had repaired the protective platings around 
Toothless' core receptacle and had managed to take the wiring from 
the armour and replace the torn ones in Toothless' chest. There was 
only the final step of replacing the core. He held the sphere filled 
with a bright yellow smoke, encased by a metal plates that slid 
across the insides of the sphere's surface constantly, almost like 
gears in a clock. He pushed it into the receptacle and held the 
magnetic clamps instantly seal themselves onto the core. The limp, 
loose cabling suddenly snapped onto the surfaces of the core and a 
gentle mechanical hum filled the air. 

Hiccup and Astrid stepped back and watched as Toothless came back to 
lif e . 

For a second, the mechanical beast did nothing but look left and then 
right before noticing his creator. With a sudden burst of energy, he 
leapt onto him and started licking Hiccup's face, covering him in a 
thick coating of drool, as if Hiccup wasn't wet enough. 

"Take it easy pal! Cmon, get off!" Hiccup said, smiling wide as 
Toothless reluctantly backed off to let Hiccup stand. Hiccup patted 
Toothless on the head, who seemed to purr like a cat. Hiccup threw 
one leg over Toothless' saddle and held out a hand to Astrid, who 
took it and was pulled onto Toothless' back with him. 

"Hey, Hiccup?" 


"Yes?" 


"Do you think flying is safe in a storm like this? 

He looked back at Astrid with a reassuring look, "It should be fine. 
I'll tell Hiccup to take it easy. You got that bud?" 

Toothless shook his head. Hiccup looked at him with an annoyed 
expression and Toothless started to nod instead. 

Toothless stepped out from under the platform, two riders on his 
back, and stretched his wings as far as they could go. He could feel 
the droplets of water patter onto the leathery expanse of his wings, 
the wind already trying to pick him up and launch him through the 
air. He started beating his wings and they lifted off of the deck of 
the ship and off they went. 
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><p>Stoic laid back on the beach, enjoying the sun on his face and 
the wind in his hair. The water lapped at his feet and his eyes were 



closed, blissful in his sleep. Somehow, he was actually managing to 
not worry about Berk. Here, it just seemed so peaceful. Something 
cast a shadow over him and Stoic grumbled, slowly opening his eyes to 
see what had ruined his nap.<p> 

"Having fun?" Astrid said, hands crossed over her chest, eyebrow 
raised. Hiccup had explained to her what he had done, having taken 
Stoic from Berk in a blind fit of rage. She wasn't thrilled about it 
but, in a way, she could understand his actions and was grateful 
Stoic was still alive. Astrid didn't worry too much about it though, 
she knew she had plenty of time to punish Hiccup. 

"Astrid? How? Did Hiccup bring you back?" 

"Yeah, I'm over here by the way." Hiccup said, standing to Stoic's 
right, just outside of his peripheral vision. 

"Oh, it's good to see you're okay." Stoic said, standing and hugging 
Astrid as if she was his own daughter. Astrid was a strong girl but 
even in Stoic's bear like arms, she had difficulty breathing. When he 
finally let her go, she wheezed and took in a deep breath of 
air . 

"Hiccup, " Stoic said, addressing him now, "What happened? I heard an 
explosion and then several men came into the room where you kept me, 
armed to the teeth. I took care of them and I found you had gone, 
completely, both you and Astrid. There was debris everywhere, all 
across the beach. I didn't know what had happened so I took a few 
supplies and set up camp here." 

"Yes, well, Astrid and I were abducted. I'll explain the whole story, 
the whole story, later. For now, we should get you back to Berk." 
Hiccup mounted Toothless and pulled Astrid onto his back as well, 
whereas Stoic looked a bit anxious, approaching Toothless like a wild 
beast . 

"Is this safe?" 

"Safer than swimming." 
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><p>Toothless wasn't quite pleased about having the bulky, heavy 
chieftain on his back but understood the need. He beat his wings 
hard, creating such downdraft that it would most likely knock a man 
over if they were standing directly beneath. They flew through the 
skies, the wind grabbing at their hair and the ocean around them 
racing past.<p> 

Stoic had never seen anything like it before, never felt what it was 
like to be in the sky. He watched in awe as the clouds drifted by 
before his very eyes and the world seemed to be right at his 
fingertips. He loved it. 

Toothless approached the island of Berk, but noticed something that 
his master couldn't. From this distance, he spotted the villagers all 
gathered in an arena and were guarded by a large number of men in 
dark armour. His advanced optics allowed him to see the scene in 
great detail. Toothless looked up at Hiccup and made something of a 
frown (as close as you could get with his mechanical face) , his 



creator instantly knew something was wrong. 


"Take us in for a closer look, okay then?" Toothless nodded and 
swooped down, heading towards the arena. The men in the armour didn't 
notice Toothless heading in towards them and they didn't notice as he 
drew to a stop, hovering mid air so that his rider could get a better 
look . 

"What in the Gods?" Astrid muttered, staring down at Berk's arena 
below. The entire village was held captive there by men in Sister 
Fates armour. 

"She must've posted these men here before her death, in case any of 
us came back." Hiccup said. 

"Those bastards have the entire village there!" Stoic said, outraged. 
In his anger, he almost stood up but common sense took over before he 
had extended his legs. 

"I didn't bring any weapons." Hiccup cursed. 

"Take us to the smithy. Toothless, over there." Astrid 
instructed . 

Toothless landed in front of the workshop and let his riders 
dismount, one by one, lowering his body so that it was a bit easier 
for them. Astrid knew Gobber had a secret stash of weapons here. 

Well, she knew every Viking household had weaponry but the smithy's 
stash was easier to find and was the most expansive. She ran into the 
building, followed closely by Hiccup and Stoic. She took a moment to 
get her bearings, refreshing her memory on where Gobber kept his 
weapons. She walked over to the forge, went around the back of it and 
opened up a sort of hatch. 

Hiccup and Stoic gathered round Astrid, who was looking at the 
weapons. Hiccup whistled. Someone had a lot of time on their 
hands . 

Stoic took two hammers that looked heavy enough to require two handed 
wielding for even Hiccup, Stoic held one in each hand. Hiccup took 
the most out of the stash, a short sword, a longer one and a dagger, 
strapping the sheath across his hip. Astrid had found one of her old 
axes in here and held it lovingly in her hands. 

Hiccup walked over to Toothless and asked, patting him on the neck, 
"Still got some fire in you?" 

Toothless nodded furiously, excited. 

"Good. " 

"Alright then," Stoic said, putting a hand on Hiccup's shoulders and 
calling Astrid over, "I want to tell you something." 

"Yes, Stoic?" They both said. 

"I'm inviting you to live here Hiccup, on Berk. I can tell you've 
lived a life wandering but let me tell you, you and Astrid can't run 
all your lives. I think you'll be very happy here." 



"I can understand that. Thank you. Stoic." Hiccup said. 

"Thank you. Stoic." Astrid said as well, holding onto Hiccup as if 
they were married already. Stoic smiled. 

"Don't think of it. Let's get going." 
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><p>The villagers were all huddled in the arena, stinking, tired, 
aching and sore. They had been in here for days, with little food and 
less water. The guards kept an eye on them every minute of the day. 
They were an entire village strong but they were watched by at least 
forty men at all times, not to mention the guards outside. <p> 

"Let's just kill them and be done with it!" One of the guards said, 
itching to get the Hell out of here. He hadn't bathed himself as well 
and was starting to smell like the villagers. 

"Not our orders, she told us specifically to keep alive as long as 
possible . " 

"Fuck orders, I want to get the fuck out of here." 

"Shut it kid." 

Suddenly, a great gout of flame from above set ten of the guards 
alight. The villagers looked up in confusion and saw a great, black 
beast atop them, tearing through the chains covering the arena. The 
beast leapt into the mass of guards, tearing them limb from limb. 

From the hole, they pointed and shouted when they recognised Stoic 
and Astrid as they jumped down into the fray, dealing with the rest 
of the guards but they were joined by an unknown stranger. 

Within seconds, it was all over. All the guards were gone. 

"It's Stoic ! " 

"He's back ! " 

"He's saved us ! " 

"Astrid? " 

"Jeez, that guy looks fucking ripped." 

Stoic, Astrid and Hiccup were suddenly swamped by the villagers, all 
of them thanking them for saving their lives. Hiccup was afraid for a 
second, thinking they would attack him but it seemed no one 
recognised his face. Stoic led the villagers back out of the arena 
and back into the village, though most of them rushed for the nearest 
source of flowing water. 

This left Astrid and Hiccup and Toothless alone in the arena. Hiccup 
was about to walk towards the exit but was stopped when Astrid 
suddenly grabbed onto his hand. 

"What's the matter?" 


"Hiccup?" Astrid sounded nervous 


"I have something to tell 



you . " 

"What?" 

"I... I'm pregnant." She said, smiling, staring him in his 
eyes . 

Hiccup was speechless. His mind blanked and his heart began to pound 
in his chest. He looked at her and felt tears well in his 
eyes . 

"Really? I... I'm going to be a father?" 


"Yes ! " 


62. Bonus Chapter: More Brotherly Banter 

**Author's Note: Just a little bonus chapter involving the Brothers. 
Something I wanted to do for fun and also, as thank you for reading 
through my entire story. ** 
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><pXstrong>Chaos<strong> 
So, Hiccup's alive. 
**Order** 

Appears so. 

**Chaos** 

And Life brought him back? 
**Order** 


Yes . 


**Chaos** 

Does that mean that he's not an insufferable prick 
anymore? 

**Order** 


Doubtful . 


**Chaos** 

So, I mean, what's next for Hiccup? 

**Order** 

I'm not sure. Astrid's pregnant with his child 

and. . . 


**Chaos** 



OMIGOD REALLY? SHE'S PREGNANT? WHEN DID THAT 
HAPPEN? 


**Order** 


Weren't you paying attention you buffoon? 


**Chaos** 


Oh, I'm sorry that I was rewatching that part where Hiccup rips a 
hole _through a friggin boat!_ That was so boss! Like, I've seen 
Hiccup do some cool shit but goddayum man! Anyways, is the kid a boy 
or a girl? 


**Order** 


How the Hell am I supposed to know? I can't interpret ultrasound 
graphs ! 


**Chaos** 


We have ultrasound? 


**Order** 


The future does, so technically _we _have access to it. Hiccup 
doesn ' t . 


**Chaos** 


Lemme have a look. 


**Order** 


Well? 


**Chaos** 


It's definitely a something. DUDE DUDE DUDE! WE HAVE TO GET THAT KID 

A PRESENT! WE SHOULD GET THAT KID A EUCKING DRAGON TO RIDE 

ON! 


**Order** 


Dragons don't exist. Come on, get your facts straight! We've known 
this since forever! 


**Chaos** 


That's not fair. Hiccup built a dragon! 


**Order** 


It's _not _a dragon, remember? Hiccup _specif ically _told us that it 
wasn't a dragon. 


**Chaos** 


Well, I guess it isn't since its made out of metal. It's more of a 
living statue of a dragon then, a living statue that can fly and 



breathe fire and do cool shit. You know what? It doesn't have to be a 
dragon. It can be whatever it wants to be without us judging it. 

After all, it is the future slash the past slash the 
present . 


**Order** 


*sigh* 


**Chaos** 


Actually, it's probably a bad idea to get a kid a dragon. Like, 
they'd have to learn how to feed it and how to groom it and how to 
raise it properly and stuff. Wow, there's actually so much stuff 
you'd need to learn how to properly take care of a dragon! I mean, 
what happens when a dragon takes a crap? 


**Order** 


I don't even want to know. 


**Chaos** 


There's probably some sort of manual on how to do all this 
stuff . 


**Order** 


How to train your 
dragon? 


**Chaos** 


Heh . 


**Order** 


What ? 


**Chaos** 


You said it, heh heh heh. 


**Order** 


Said what? 


**Chaos** 


Nothing. Anyways, I guess we have to wait until the kid's born to see 
if its a boy or girl and to see if that kid's fucking ugly or 
not . 


**Order** 


What are the odds of that happening? Both of that kid's parents are 
like, at the apex of human beauty. 


**Chaos** 



Even Hiccup? HAH, GAYYYYY ! 


**Order** 


That's offensive. 


**Chaos** 


Yeah, but that's sorta like the point. That's my 
character . 


**Order** 


Right. I hazard a guess that you're the man behind 4Chan 
then? 


**Chaos** 


No, those guys are fucked up, man. Don't even joke about that. Dude, 
they can find out where you live and shit. They've probably already 
found out! Aww shit! RUN MAN RUN. 


**Order** 


You do realise that we are non-corporeal representations of abstract 
concepts, right? 


**Chaos** 


You think that'll stop them? When Hannibal went after the Roman 
Empire, do you think he let something as small as the Alps get in the 
way? I'm telling you man, humans are crazy dedicated. 


**Order** 


I mean, what are they gonna do? Really? 


**Chaos** 


You fucking jinxed it. *sigh* 


**Order** 


Alright, alright, alright, lets move on from this totally off-topic 
discussion. Back to Hiccup's child. We could just skip ahead a few 
months, we do have oversight over all space and 
time . 


**Chaos** 


Right ... I knew that . 


**Order** 


You're a fucking neanderthal. 


**Chaos** 


Oh, fuck you. Come at me and I'll show you who's a 
neanderthal ! 



**Order** 

You wanna go?! Let's go! 

**Chaos** 

I'M ALREADY THERE! Oh, hey, what about Stoic? 

**Order** 

What about him? 

**Chaos** 

Did Hiccup just straight up leave Stoic on his island? That's 
cold . 

**Order** 

No, Hiccup and Astrid got him 
of f . 

**Chaos** 

Phrasing ! 

**Order** 

You ' re gross . 

**Chaos** 

I know. 

**Order** 

Yeah, after the battle. Hiccup repairs Toothless, they go went to 
Hiccup's island, picked up Stoic and then flew into the 
sunset . 

**Chaos** 

Sounds nice. 

**Order** 

Well, actually, they flew North. So they were more like, flew 
perpendicular to the sunset. 

**Chaos** 

Shut up, don't ruin it. We should visit them. Hiccup and Astrid, you 
know? I mean, only Hiccup would be able to see us but it'll be nice. 
Where are they living now? 

**Order** 

'Now' isn't exactly a useful term for us, since we do have oversight 
over _all _of space and time. 



**Chaos** 


Okay, well, where are they living one year after the fight with 
Cami ? 

**Order** 

Hiccup and Astrid are living happily on Berk, with their little 
daughter . 

**Chaos** 

OMIGOD SHE'S SO CUTE. 

**Order** 

She is kinda cute. 

**Chaos** 

KINDA? SHE'S SO ADORABLE! That girl is going to break SOOOO many 
hearts when she grows up. She might even have multiple 
husbands . 

**Order** 

I don't think Hiccup's going to raise her that way. 

**Chaos** 

One can hope. Wait, wait, wait, Burk? Buuuurk? They're living on 
Burk? 

**Order** 

Was that Berk with a u or with an e? 

**Chaos** 

Does it matter? 

**Order** 

Yes . 

**Chaos** 

Burk with a u. 

**Order** 

It's Berk with an e. 

**Chaos** 

Oh, whatever. 

**Order** 



Yes, they're living on Berk with an e now, why? 


**Chaos** 


That place just seems so dull and dreary and boring and tiresome, 
especially for a guy who's lived his entire life in the sky 
basically. Also, didn't Hiccup also straight up murder some fools on 
Berk? AND abduct their chief? I know Hiccup like returned him and 
stuff but he still killed a bunch of dudes and threatened to burn the 
village down and almost do so? 


**Order** 


I think they've forgiven him. 


**Chaos** 


How so? 


**Order** 


He did save their lives from Sister Fate's goons by saving 
them. 


**Chaos** 


From what? Wait, I'm so confused, this story's been going on for like 
2 years now. 


**Order** 


Sister Fate or Garni or whatever, told her men to round up everyone on 
the island and to not let anyone go, and then it sorta ended on that 
so it was a cliffhanger and it was never really resolved 
there . 


**Chaos** 


I don't think making meta comments on the narrative's contrivances 
makes this story better. 


**Order** 


Makes it funnier. 


**Chaos** 


Saying that it makes it funnier, doesn't make it 
funnier . 


**Order** 


Whatever. Anyways, what really happened was she left a garrison of 
her men on the island with the population of Berk, in case Hiccup 
and/or Astrid came back to the island. When Hiccup, Astrid and Stoic 
arrive. Hiccup gallantly saves everyone _and _returns their chief and 
therefore earns the respect and semi-forgiveness of everyone 
there . 


**Chaos** 



But, he killed people there. Seriously, how can they forgive him? He 
made like at least two kids an orphan. I don't think we can resolve 
this, can we? 

**Order** 

Depends . 

**Chaos** 

Depends on what? 

**Order** 

Depends on how in-depth we want to go in fixing the author's frankly 
sloppy mistakes. 

**Chaos** 

Do you think we should be openly insulting the deity that created 
us ? 

**Order** 

Fuck him, if he can't write a proper story then I can say whatever I 
want . 

**Chaos** 

Okaaaay then. Man, this epilogue got super, super, _super 
_meta . 

**Order** 

I know right, crazy. 

**Chaos** 

So, what now? 

**Order** 

Well, I guess, we'll have to see though I predict a rocky future 
ahead for Hiccup's child. 

**Chaos** 

Spoilers . 

**Order** 

Right, right. 

**Chaos** 

So... It's all over... 

**Order** 



Appears so. 


**Chaos** 


So, like, what the fuck do we even do now? 


**Order** 


Meh, wait for the sequel I 
guess . 


**Chaos?** 


WH H H H AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAT 


End 
f ile . 



